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TRISTRAM'S FRIENDS.

CHAPTER I.

It was midwinter forty years ago.

All day long the storm had been rising, and
they said it would be wild weather far along the

coast. The sun had risen watery and pale, and
after trying to shine feebly for an hour or two
was quenched in the banks of sea-fog that came
rolling in to land. Even then there was a strong

chill breeze that swept in gusts along the shore,

and, turning inland, rushed up the village street,

clattering the loose shutters of the fishermen's

cottages and making the signboard of the old

inn creak and groan as it swayed to and fro on
its rusty bar.

No one cared to stir abroad, and the fishing

boats were drawn high up on the shingle of the

little bay, and their nets were spread out in the

wind to dry.

In the cottages they piled upon the fire great

logs of driftwood — salvage of past wrecks

—

broken bits of mast and decking. And the

fishermen sat beside them on the rough hearths
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smoking and mending nets or lines, with their

sons, chatting and talking over famous storms in

years gone by—storms such as they prophesied

this would be to-night. Many, too, as the day
wore on, strolled up the empty street and turned
into the old tavern I have spoken of, where they
joined the gradually widening circle around
its hospitable hearth, and listened or said their

say while their mates told of the shipwrecks
that had been within their ken— aye, and in

their fathers' and grandfathers' time—upon that

wild and dangerous coast. It was cosy enough
in there, where the logs blazed and crackled, and
the pans and kettles simmered in the heat, while
out of doors the wind tore up in sudden sobs

and gusts, and the sea-fog was driven on before

it. The very creaking and groaning of the
rickety signboard sounded comfortable to those

within, and helped to make them more at ease.

It was an odd sign for an inn, too, for, faded

and weather-worn as it was, one could still see

that the dim figure, blistered with summer sun
and cracked with winter frost, was meant to

represent some monk or anchoret, though what
he was about, or in what scene the artist had
located him, one could no longer tell. This was
St. Meloc, and for three hundred years—and, for

all I know, twice as long—this had been St.

Meloc's Inn.

Everything in the baywas St. Meloc's,beginning
with the bay itself. The grim black headland,
shutting in the little harbour to the east, was
called St. Meloc's Point, and the church—a queer
quaint nave without choir or aisle, built of
rubble, and dating from Saxon times—was dedi-
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Tristram's Friends. 7

cated to the saint. This last stood at the bottom
of the village street close to the sea, which at

great tides had often risen up to the wall whereby
its tiny churchyard was shut in. But neither

church nor yard had ever been flooded by any
storm or tide ; and beside the former there rose

up—a hundred feet and more—a straight wall of

granite rock that sheltered it from many a wild

eastern gale. This was St. Meloc's wall, and on
its flat top—some hundred yards across—stood

the rectory, a long, low building of grey stone,

more like a monastery than a private house

;

and also a belfry that was called St. Meloc's

Tower. The church below had neither spire nor

tower, and the bells were never rung for service,

but only when there was a dreadful storm at sea.

At the west end of the church the outer wall

looked raw, and clean, and no ivy or creeping

plant would grow there ; and the tower itself

likewise, on one side and up to a certain

height—which was that of the church roof—was
just as raw-looking, and free from moss, or lichen,

or weather-stain. It was as though church and
tower had stood together and had been broken
asunder—as the fisher-folk believed they had.

Who was St. Meloc ?*

You shall hear in time. Meanwhile I want to

tell you who the rector of St. Meloc's was. I

have told you how his home stood, lonely and
bleak, high up on St. Meloc's wall, where the sea-

fogs drove in from the tumbling waste of waters

that lay desolate far beneath ; all around its

lichen-rusted walls the winds moaned and whis-

pered, and the jackdaws in the belfry chattered

and blustered in their gusty home.
* The legend of the saint given later is purely fiction.
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Here, high up over the fishing village and the
dreary sea, the rector of St. Meloc's lived alone.

His wife was dead, and he had neither mother nor
sister to bear hira company or cheer his loneli-

ness. Perhaps he was not lonely, certainly he
never complained of it or invited anyone to come
to the rectory, and I think his old housekeeper
had more cause to grumble than Mr. Wolfe.

Four years ago he had come to St. Meloc's, bring-

ing with him a young wife whose joyous voice

and happy laughter roused the echoes of the old

home pleasantly. But she had only lived to

bring into this world a tiny daughter, who opened
her blue eyes to find herself motherless when she

needed a mother most. Sitting up in her bed, the

girl-mother gazed out to sea where far away a little

fleet of fishing-smacks bowed and danced in the
soft breeze, where the waves glittered in the red
and gold of sunset, and then, clasping her weak
hands to pray, had died.

Down below in the churchyard they laid her,

where all day long you could hear the waves
sighing and whispering on the shore, and the
arched grass was full of sand, blown in the
lustering September gales, and many sea-pinks

flowered, and all was very quaint and calm and
still.

And up alone in the old rectory Mr. Wolfe lived

and kept a brave face to the world, read and
wrote, and brooded, and went his way alone.

The village folk and the inhabitants of the few
scattered cottages along the coast liked him well
enough.

A parish priest they never dreamed of thinking
him, and so were not scandalized to see he did
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not hold himself as one. Once on a Sunday he

preached, and read the prayers the former rectors

had always read before him, and in the summer
he gave a second service in the evening too. He
read well, and the people supposed he preached

well, as most likely indeed he did. Once a

month he had a collection after service, and half

that money was given to the poor
;
given most

judiciously, always to those who had the greatest

claim or need. In the month of October he
yearly distributed blankets to those who had not
received that bounty for some years, and three

times in every winter he gave each widow in his

parish a supply of coals.

If anyone was ill seriously or for a considerable

time, he called upon the sick man, w*uld talk over
his disorder, and, if asked to do so, would even
read a chapter of the Bible and a portion of the

Book of Common Prayer.

He had a school in his parish which he visited

once a week ; he baptized the children brought
to him for that purpose on the first Sunday in

each month—supposing that any children had
been born in that time, which of course did not
always happen ; he married the young couples,

and buried the dead, and all this he did decently,

without hurry or impatience.

So the people respected him ; sometimes asked
his advice and, sometimes even followed it;

looked up to him as an honest, straightforward
gentleman who did his duty and was glad to see

them do theirs ; and without feeling any warmth
of affection for their rector, liked him in a way,
just in the way, perhaps, he desired that they
should.
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Very likely there were some who round the
fire of St. Meloc's Inn thought it ' a pity rector

lived so close like, and kept the rectory so dull;'

but such criticisms were always silenced by the
remark that ' any way rector never interfered/
He was a silent man, but not surly, and the
village folk always seemed glad to meet him and
get his greeting, or answer his few inquiries as to

health or luck.

CHAPTER II.

The storm waxed as day waned ; the threaten-
ing and stormy morning had been but the usher
to a wilder and more tempestuous afternoon

;

and as the liter's dreary twilight deepened into

dusk, the evening settled in fierce and terrible.

Drenching floods of rain were driven in sudden
gusts by squalls that howled and shrieked as

though to taunt the sullen waves, that heaved
and tumbled angrily, and goad them into madder
fury. Then would come a lull, if lull that could
be called which did but let the passion of the
waters be heard above that of the winds for a
few minutes at a time; then one could hear the
long swell of the breakers on the Devil's Beads,
a string of grim black rocks that ran across three-

fourths of the little harbour's mouth ; and from
far along the coast there came the boom of

mighty billows bursting in hollow caves, and the

hissing of the foam upon the sands; and now and
then a gull's weird shriek or the solemn knell from
St. Meloc's tower, where lights gleamed and the
ringers were keeping watch.

Standing out from the shore on the side of the
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bay opposite to St. Meloe's Point, were five rocks

of almost equal height and alike iu shape—tall

and with a certain rude likeness to black-robed
men ; these were called the Black Monks, and
on that one which stood farthest out to sea was
perched a lighthouse whence now a broad lane

of yellow light fell on the heaving waters. The
little bay was full of fisher-folk, men and women
and lads, and all were straining their eyes seaward
and listening eagerly, for some one had just come
running down from St. Melons Tower with a
tale that they had heard a distress-gun out at

sea.

While they were standing silent or only speak-
ing in low excited whispers, the rector appeared
in their midst.

'What is this they are saying?' he asked.
' Did any of you down in the bay hear this?'

' No, sir/ a man answered ;

4 but they heard it

right plain up on the wall/
' I heard nothing/ said Mr. Wolfe ;

' but then
I was indoors, and you say it was a good way
out/

' Ay, sir, it was that—almost drowned in the

noise of the storm.'

All now fell again into silence, and strained

their ears for any repetition of the sound/
' Hark,' cried Mr. Wolfe, after they had been

listening there some minutes ;
' I think I hear a

gun.'
1 And so I did,' cried a lad who was clinging to

the gunwale of a boat and facing out towards
the lighthouse with an eager intent face.

Many others said they too thought they had
heard a distress-signal, but in the dim of wind
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and wave one could not be certain of any distant

sound.
' This wind would strain the cables of any ship

afloat/ said the rector.

' Ay !' said an old man, with a laugh ;
c no

skipper would be fool enough to try and anchor
off St. Meloc's roads to-night/

' There !' cried the lad on the boat ;
c there it

was again : a distress-gun as plain as it could be,

and nearer too.'

Several others had heard it also, and in ten
minutes or so almost everybody heard the sound,

though it was still confused in the wild hubbub
of the storm. As this grew every moment fiercer

and the din more deafening one could hardly
catch any definite sound, and the whole air

seemed full of the rage of seething billows and
the hiss of rain and shrieking of the blasts. And
so the minutes fled by, and half an hour after the

rector had come down they were still listening

and watching on the shore.

Then of a sudden came one of those wind-lulls

that had been fewer and fewer since nightfall,

and for half a minute one could hear the voices

of those behind one and the solemn tolling of St.

Meloc's bells.

* There, there !' cried all together ;
' no mistake

in that.'

Loud and near boomed the distress-gun, seem-
ingly quite close in to shore.

' That ship must be within half a mile of the
lighthouse/ said Mr. Wolfe.

* Ay, sir, not half a knot's length farther ; and if

she drives on like that ten minutes longer she'll

be upon the Beads.'
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He had hardly stopped speaking when them
rose up from the lighthouse a flare of blue light

that cast a lurid glare over all the bay. For a
brief space one could see the black headland
standing out grim and frowning as though to

hide the bay ; St. Meloc's wall and the tower
and rectory, the five grim ' Monks ' around whose
base the waves were leaping and seething, one
wilderness of foam, and the crowd gathered on
the wet sands mingled with the stranded boats

and fishing-gear. But though for a moment they
saw these things, no one heeded them ; all were
peering out to sea.

' They want to show 'em the Beads/ explained

one.
' Ay, and there they are/ said another, point-

ing "eastward, where through the line of tossing

spray the black string of rocks showed in the

weird light.

Presently the light dropped out, and the sea,

rocks and bay were left in blacker darkness than
before. But hardly five minutes had gone by
when another light broke over the waters, and
this time not from the Black Monks, but from the

other side of the bay.
1 She has answered !' they cried, as masts, rig-

ging, and hull of a great ship were thrown into

sight by the bluelight she had sent up.
1 See how she's driven P one cried out.
1 Ay/ said another ;

' she can't help herself no
more/

' In five minutes more she'll be upon the Beads/
'Can nothing be done for her? asked the

rector earnestly.
' Nay, sir, what could be done for her ? No
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one can help her if she can't help herself. We
can only wait and help them as are in her.'

' For God's sake let us lose no time in doing
that, then V he replied.

' Not we, sir ! All's ready ; but while she
drives a' that'n we couldn't make to her, not if we
had a lifeboat manned wi' a crew of pilots.'

As the blue-light died out, and all was black
again, another distress-gun boomed across the
waters; and this came mingled with the howling
of the storm, the splash and hissing of the rain

on sands and sea, the surging ofthe billows and the

solemn tolling from St. Meloc's Tower—a solemn
knell.

It was an awful night ! Ail along that cruel

coast the sea made lamentation in her hollow
caves for the men she would drown that night,

and the black sky wept for them; and the
breakers tossed their ghostly arms to drag them
down in^o their graves.

Suddenly three guns were fired together, and
another light was sent up from the doomed and
dying ship.

'She has struck!' they cried upon the shore.
' God help them that are in her ! See, there she
lies! They could light her from the Black
Monks—ay, and they're doing it. Look ! she lies

in the light now ; but God help her, now she is

sinking! Man the boats, mates!—ready, ay I

Now, rector, see if we waste time or no V
And everywhere was vehement haste and hurry

to put off to help her. Already the different

crews had been arranged, and these were standing
by their boats which they had brought down to

the water's-edge.
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In a few moments half a dozen boats were
battling with the waves, and many wives and
mothers stood praying on the shore. The rector

may have been praying too, but he was not on the

shore.
' I'm as good an oar as any man of you/ he

had said, ' and I can't stand here while they're

sinking yonder. Let me go !'

And so he too was straining every muscle and
forcing all his strength into his arms, and his

boat was not the hindmost either ; and now it

struggled on a few moments, and now was driven

back its own length by a frantic wave ; and now
those on land could see it lifted up upon a wave's
crest, showing black against the light that was
poured in vain upon the water from the light-

house rock ; and now it was out of sight, sunk in

the trough of a wave that seemed to hunger for

it as a ravenous beast desires its prey.

And all the while the great ship sank lower
and lower; and at last they gave up even
attempting to pump, and waited with their boats

full, trusting that they might hold out until relief

should come, seeing how near they were to land.

The foremost boat had already passed the
Beads, and having doubled was making straight

for the sinking ship, from which it was separated

by only a few hundred yards of boiling sea. All

on the shore were breathless ; the ship alone was
visible to them, save now and then when one of

the boats was lifted up against the line of light.

The second boat doubled the Beads; it was
the rector's, and no one in it had broken the

deathly silence for five minutes, when there rose

up a sudden wail—the death-cry of three hundred
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souls—and looking up, he saw the ship was
gone.

' She's gone P he cried hoarsely.
' Ay, ay, sir ! God send wo may be in time to

save some of them that were in her, but Fm 'most
afear'd.'

Then straining yet more vehemently, they
drove their boat onward through the darkness,
until they too were in the lane of yellow light

that was poured out from the Black Monk rock
over the tumbling waste of waters.

CHAPTEE III.

Not one of that ship's crew, not one of her
passengers was saved.

The sudden squall that hastened her own de-

struction, shattered her boats upon the Beads;
and not one soul, sailor or passenger, was picked
up or could make his way to land.

Keluctantly and sorrowfully those who had
put out to help them turned homewards, having
done nothing, though not until they were well

assured that no living creature was wrestling

with the furious sea.

' What is that, though V cried one of the men.
' See there ! Can't you see something white upon
the Beads?'

4 It looks like a crate or hen-coop,' said another.
' Ay, and most like it is. Give us a glass

—

we'll soon see.'

For a few moments he was silent, then he cried

out :

'Yes, mates; it's a hen-coop lashed up in

something white—canvas or calico, I think.
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There's a child there, as sure as any of you were
children once. Well, rector, what's to be done?'

' It would be madness to try and take the boat

upon the Beads V
4 Madness, sir. How would it be to row round

inside the bay ? The crate will get washed over

soon enough, ye may be sure ; and then we could

pick it up perhaps, or tow it home/
' Very well—let go !'

And they doubled the Beads again ; and row-
ing parallel with them as best they could—for

they were often driven inland and out of their

course by wind and wave—came in time to a spot

almost opposite that on which the crate was
perched upon the Beads. But though they waited
long, it showed no sign of motion, and they began
rightly to suspect it was wedged, and would not
be dislodged until the force of the waves broke
it up at last.

* It's not fifty yards off,' said one of the men,
' and in half as many minutes it will be dashed to

pieces. I'll not sit here and see it. I'm a lad,

and strong enough to swim five times the distance

in a sea twice as bad as this. Here, mates ! let's

have the rope round me, and I'm off.'

This fellow—a harum-scarum lad of twenty or

. so, a Hercules and Neptune all in one—was one
of the village favourites ; at school he had been
leader in all mischief, as now he was in all dan-
gerous adventures.

' Well, Bart, it's no good saying you Nay if you
please to say Yea,' his mates replied reluctantly

;

1 or else perhaps
'

4 No, no ; let me go, and lose no time about ifc.

Here, keep the rope's-end in the boat, and let us
2
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have your knife, Mavor—I shall have to rip that

thing open, I expect/

So they gave him a sailor's knife, and with the

rope around his waist, he plunged into the boiling

sea.

Very eagerly they watched the lad, and now
and then cheered him lustily ; he could not make
way quickly, but was driven hither and thither

by the violence of the waves, and of course his

work was made more difficult by the rope around
his waist. Still he did not seem to tire or lose

heart ; and though he got on but slowly, he made
his way gradually to the Beads.

Had he been approaching them from the other

side he must have been dashed upon them by the

frantic breakers and killed upon the rocks. But
here, on their inner side, the water, though by no
means calm or safe even for a swimmer, was net

so lashed into fury as to mean certain destruction

for one drawing near. And at last they saw him
make his final stroke, which brought him to a
low shelf of rock thickly overgrown with seaweed.

Thrown on to this as he was with some violence,

the weed broke its force, and he clung to it with
both hands to pull himself up out of the waves.
Luckily for Bart the Beads just here were pretty

thickly overgrown with weed, and this, though
it would have made them more, far more slippery

for boots, did not much trouble him with his

bare feet, and afforded means whereby to climb
and hold on against wind and wave.
When he reached the crate he found it still

vnhurt, but saw that it would not long be so.

fco, taking out his knife, he ripped up some of
the tarpaulin in which it was wrapped, and began
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to break it open. This he found it easy enough
to do, as it was only hurriedly fastened up with
cords, inside which were more tarpaulins, and then
a cradle, in which lay a tiny child. Wrapping it

up as well as he could in some of the tarpaulins,

he strapped it to himself, and began again to

climb over the slippery rocks down to the water's

edge. The return journey was more difficult in one
respect, that he had a burden to carry as well as

swim ; but the waves were setting inland, and in

the main helped him, and the rope around his

waist was a help now instead of an added weight.

When he had reached the boat again and laid

his burden in a cosy nook, covered with rugs and
coats, he took his oar once more and soon they
made the land.

Great was the curiosity and eagerness of all to

see Bart's prize : all crowded round him and
peered inquisitively at the little white bundle
that he unfolded proudly but clumsily enough,
and with much blushing and shy titter

:

• A little lass !' he said, as a wealth of golden
hair and two blue e3*es appeared ; and he held

the little lass as though he thought her very
dangerous for her size.

'A little lass !' cried the women; 'hear him!
Why, Bart, it's a lad, and a beauty too

!'

This seemed to reassure him much.
' But the poor child'll catch his death if you

hold him in your arras like that, out here,' said

one officious mother of a family. 'Take him up
to the village and put him warm to bed, or you
might as well have let him drown.'

So a goodly company went with him, the

rector among the rest.

2—2
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* What shall you do with the child, Bart V he
asked.

' Why, bring him up/ laughed the lad, with an
awkward grin, but rather proud all the same of

his new parental dignity.

'Won't he be a burden to you, Bart? hadn't

you better let me take the child ? You will be

getting married one of these days and having
sons of your own to feed and clothe, and mean-
while your mother has her hands full enough
without a child to nurse and do for ; I have to

have a nurse for my little girl, you see, so it will

be all one trouble to me.'

But Bart shook his head ; he was much too

proud of his prize to give it up so readily.
4 Ay, sir; but you'll be getting married one of

these days, perhaps/ he said good-naturedly, and
then there'd be three families at the rectory.

Thank you kindly for naming it, but 111 keep
the little chap, and mother and me will do the
best we can for him, you see.'

The rector had another argument, but he
was too considerate and fearful of giving pain to

make use of it.

So, very much to the consternation of his good
mother, Bart turned in to their cosy little cottage,

and laid down upon her lap his white burden,

which instantly began to bellow lustily, to his

untold delight. And there the rector left the

child; and saying good-night to Bart, he strode

on his way up the village, and in quarter of an
hour was sitting by his lonely fireside, listening

to the storm without, and waiting till his old

housekeeper should have brought his supper in.

Meanwhile Bart was bending over the little
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boy that lay crowing and smiling in Mrs. Mal-
lord's lap, and chuckling to himself to think ho
was become its natural guardian and foster-father;

which seemed to him such an excellentjoke that at

times it was too much for him, and he had to get

up and march once or twice around the room,
bubbling over with merriment the while.

' I say, mother/ he said during one of these

attacks, ' you didn't think when you got up this

morning that you should go to bed a grand-
mother, eh ?'

Mrs. Mallord shook her head and rocked the
baby to and fro, as though it were only yesterday
instead of eighteen years or more since Bart him-
self had lain thus upon her knee.

'Nay, Bart/ she said heartily, 'but I hope
to be grandmother to your own children before I

die ; not but it's a bonny child, and I do believe

he knows you saved his life, poor thing/

This alarming precocity filled Bart with ad-
miration and delight.

' Do you know me, little lad/ he cried, stopping
before the boy, and bending down over his tiny
face. 'You'll remember I brought you off the
Beads, eh V

But his newly-found son appeared to object to

remembering or knowing anything; he rubbed
his eyes piteously with his small pink knuckles,
or rather with the dimply sites where in process

of time his knuckles would appear, and showed
in every way he could that to sit up longer would
bore him very much.
So Mrs. Mallord gave him over to her son's

keeping, while she busied herself in getting out
the old wooden cradle and making it ready for

their youthful guest.
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CHAPTER IV.

Bart lay awake for a long while that night

thinking about the boy, and building castles in

the air, whereof the boy was lord. The child

was to grow up in a wonderful manner, while he
himself was to remain at his present age, and then,

both being lads together, they would be partners

in a smack, and live together in unexampled
cosiness and good fellowship. They would have
such pleasant times together, the little lad and
he ! Out on the dancing sea at sunrise in the

long summer days—home again with laden boat

in the mellow evening. Out together in wild

weather, and passing together through wonderful

adventures. And at last the little lad should

marry, and Bart would be a sort of uncle and
second father to his children ; and when the little

lad was ill, Bart would nurse him ; and when Bart

was ill, the little lad should never know it. And
as he dozed the castles grew finer, and the little

lad's adventures more wonderful, until at last

Bart fell asleep.

He woke up with a start an hour or two later

on, and the memory of the storm and the little

lad came back to him in a queer dim way, so

that he hardly knew what had been dreaming
and what had really taken place. But presently

the truth came back to him, and he knew the

boy was really there in the cottage, and Bart
longed to see him. So jumping out of bed
he crept across the dark cottage to his mother's

room, and softly lifting the latch, stole in to

where the cradle stood. It was quite dark, and
he could see nothing; but he listened, and could
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bear the soft, soft breathing of the wee boy ; and
stooping down he knelt beside the crib, and felt

for the child's face with his great gentle hand.

It felt so warm and soft ! He smiled to him-
self in the dark, and thought: 'The child's

mine—Fm his father now, poor lad.' And steal-

ing away as quietly as he had come, Bart went
back to his bed.

Once again he woke up in the early dawn,
and again he went to delight himself with a
sight of his little lad. The grey and chilly light

fell on the child's face from the curtainless

window, and Bart could see his eyes open as he
made some slight sound coming in, and they
rested lazily on Bart; and presently the child

broke into a smile, as if he really recognised the

young man and was very glad to see his hand-
some face. This filled Bart with pride and joy,

so that, for the first time, he went so far as to

stoop down and kiss the tiny face lying there so

warm and soft.
1 You deserve to be a lord V he said proudly to

his child. And as he heard his own words a
sudden cloud came across his happiness. He
shook his head regretfully, and went back to

bed quite sad and lonely.

While the rector was sitting at his breakfast
that morning his housekeeper came in to say
Bartholomew Mallord was at the door, and
wanted to see him, if he pleased. So Mr. Wolfe
got up and went out to the hall, where he found
Bart looking somewhat grieved.

' I've come about the little one/ he began at

once.

'I hope he is all right/ said Mr. Wolfe; 'he
didn't seem to have suffered from the chill.'
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'He's as right as right/ replied Bart mourn-
fully ;

' but I've come to give him up. You
were right, sir; I've no business wi' the boy/

• Indeed, I said nothing at all like that/ said

Mr. Wolfe. ' Who has so good a right as you, if

we fail to get at those to whom he belongs by
birth?

Bart shook his head.
' 1 forgot/ he said, ' that the little lad might

be the son of gentlefolk—and I'm thinking that

he is, too. Now if I took him and brought him
up in our rough place, it would be doing the lad

a wrong. So you see I should be dealing unfair

by him.'

This was the argument Mr. Wolfe had not

liked to use.

'I think there is no doubt from the child's

dress, and indeed from his face, that he is what
you say. And perhaps you are right in thinking

it would be unfair to bring him up as though he
were not so. Years to come we might find his

own friends, and they might be ashamed of him
if he were not in all respects equal to them-
selves.'

'That's it!' said Bart cheerfully; c and we
must think of the little lad first. So if you are

etill willing to let him be with your own little

girl, I'll bring him whenever you tell me. And
you'll let me see him now and then V

'Whenever you like, Bart; as often as ever

you choose. And when he is big enough to

understand, he shall surely be told how you
saved him from the storm. Another thing—if

we fail to find his friends, he must have a name.
There was nothing found upon him to give one
any clue Y
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' When she undressed the little lad, my mother
found this around his neck, sir/ And Bart
pulled out a thin gold chain with a medal hung
thereon.

The rector took it and examined it. On ono
side it represented the slaughter of the martyr
babes of Bethlehem, and bore the inscription,
' Omnes SS. Innocentes, orate pro me and on
the other, the Holy Family.

' This was all V Mr. Wolfe asked.
' Yes, that was all. Would you allow the boy

to wear this still, sir, if you please.'

'If you wish it. I expect it is a Catholic

badge; but if you found it on the child, I

suppose he has a right to it—it is all his

possession now. But it tells us nothing of the

child's name/
'They say the figure-head has come ashore/

Bart answered, 'and the ship's name, too—it

was the Tristram, sir; how would that do for

a name V
'Very well. But if the name of the ship is

known, I expect we shall be able to find the

boy's friends. If not, he shall be called Tristram.'

Bart seemed very proud of this idea.
' You'll christen him Tristram !' he exclaimed

;

c and I'll stand for him, sir, eh ?'

' If, as I feel sure, the child's parents were
Catholics, he is certainly baptized already ; so

we need not christen him, but we shall call him
Tristram, nevertheless ; and for his surname, let

him take yours.'

This quite consoled Bart for the loss of the

christening.

* 'All ye Holy Innocents pray for me/
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'Tristram Mallordl' he said; 'Tristram Mal-
lord ! that's grand. Why, Mr. Tristram Mallord,

Esquire ! that'll sound fine.'

CHAPTER V.

But Mr. Wolfe was wrong in thinking that the

friends of the little boy would certainly claim

him. They may never have seen the advertise-

ments
;
they may not have known at that time

that anyone belonging to them had embarked
in the Tristram; a thousand chances might have
concurred to prevent them ever learning that in

an out-of-the-way fishing village a tiny child

had been cast up by the sea, who was of their

own flesh and blood.

However it was, so it was ; no word ever

came to St. Meloc's of inquiry for the little boy,

and as the days went by Mr. Wolfe gave up
wondering or expecting that any should.

So the small bit of human flotsam and
jetsam was brought to the rectory, to the

intense but temporary disgust of the rector's

three-year-old daughter, and to the equally strong

but permanent displeasure of Mrs. Corkitt, the

housekeeper.

Luckily for Tristram, this dislike was not at

all shared by Janet Wolfe's kind-hearted nurse,

a cheery, good-tempered girl called Martha, who
was full of interest in the motherless boy, and
eager to do all she could to show it.

Janet soon forgot to dislike the boy, and as he
grew and was able to talk and stump about, she

took a great and motherly pride in teaching him
both these accomplishments.
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So Tristram grew, and knew nothing of him-
self except that he was: knew nothing of his

dead father and mother— if they both were
dead—nothing of his own rescue from the sea,

of his forlorn condition and orphanhood. Bart
often came to see him, in spite of the grim looks

of Mrs. Corkitt, and still oftener Tristram was
taken to Mrs. Mallord's cottage to see him.

Thus time went by, and as it went, from
a baby Tristram became a child, and Janet was
still a child; and from a child he grew into a boy,

and a very handsome boy he was. Of course he
knew then more of his own history, and in

consequence Bart and he were fast friends.

Mrs. Corkitt liked him no better, and when
she was very grumpy Tristram would slip off to

the cottage, and go with Bart shrimping on the

rocks, or out to sea in his boat. On these

occasions Janet had to be left behind, and that

was a constant source of complaint with her.
' Don't you see/ the boy would say, ' that it's

easy enough for me to slip off, but it's quite

hard for you to manage it
;
especially when that

old elephant' (why 'elephant' I cannot explain)

'keeps your hats locked up on purpose.'

'I could go without a hat/ Janet would
declare manfully.

'No, you couldn't; Mr. Wolfe would kick up
a row. It wouldn't matter so much just on the

shore ; but you couldn't go down the village like

a Bluecoat-boy.'
' Bluecoat-boys never do go down the village.'

' Janet, you are a silly ! You know well

enough that they don't wear hats—that's why
you would look like one ; 't any rate, it wouldn't
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do. And if you did come, Bart would never
take you out in the fishing-boat.'

'Why not? I'm not sick. I'm older than
you/

' If you lived to be a thousand years older

than me, and were never sick all the time, you'd
never be a boy/ Tristram would conclude.

Whereto Janet always replied with much re-

sentment that she couldn't help it, which Tristram
never tried to prove she could.

But for all that the two were much together,

for very often they asked Mr. Wolfe to let them
go out from breakfast until supper time, and
take their dinner with them ; and they used then
to go far along the coast, which they got to

know as well as any fisherman in the bay.

Those were pleasant times, and Tristram rejoiced

in them with all the eagerness of his happy
nature.

He was a very tall boy, much taller than
Janet, and his golden hair had darkened year

after year till it was nearly black; he wore it

very short, and perhaps that helped to give his

dark face and eyes the keen look which certainly

did not belie him. Tristram was wonderfully

strong; his bones seemed covered with sinew

and muscle, and his joints were supple as those

of an athlete. Janet was quite different to this.

A short, fair girl with large dreamy eyes, and
indolent ways that she only fought against for

the sake of bearing Tristram company.
Tristram was much cleverer than Janet, and

at their lessons, in spite of her three years'

seniority, Janet was behind him not only in

Latin, arithmetic, and things of that kind, but in
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history, French, and subjects in which she ought
easily to have held her own. Tristram rather

liked work, and it was much less merit in him
to study than it was in Janet, who hated it

;

but if he liked work he liked play too—his was
a sort of thorough nature that did everything
with eagerness that it ever did at all.

He was very reckless, and this often brought
him into trouble. He frequently annoyed Mrs.

Corkitt beyond her powers of endurance ; and he
was always so much amused at her anger that he
could hardlybe made sorry for it. He often got into

trouble with Mr. Wolfe, too, because be had done
something dangerous, and, as the rector thought,

had only come home alive and safe by a chance,

so to say. Once he swam out to the Beads
when the tide was falling; and another time he
climbed up the lighthouse rock at high tide,

nearly frightening the lighthouse-keeper out of

his wits by suddenly rushing in with a shout of

triumph when he had accomplished the ascent.

He worshipped Mr. Wolfe, though he spoke
very little to him; and he was never at all shy in

his company—much less so, in fact, than Janet.

But he was oftener in hot water, and being a boy
was punished more severely. It was odd to see

the boy and his foster-father together, they were
so strangely alike in many things, and yet so

different that even a stranger would hardly have
thought that Tristram was really Mr. Wolfe's son.

They were both dark, and had the same grave

eyes, and close-cropped black hair, and the same
healthy dark skin. The thin sensitive lips of

man and boy were the same, and though Mr.

Wolfe's face was heavy, and Tristram's was well-
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cut and refined, in both it was strong and de-
termined. With all his recklessness, Tristram
was not at all frivolous or feather-brained; he
looked with scorn on practical jokes, unless they
were played upon himself, when he was pleased

to laugh at them patronizingly; he never giggled
or showed off, as Janet often did when elated;

and in his gestures and speech he always seemed
to keep an unusual old-fashioned dignity and
quietness.

All this was so when Tristram was eleven or

twelve years old, and Janet about fourteen.

CHAPTER VI.

'Janet, get up ! Wake, will you—wake up, I say!'

'Yes, very well
;
stop thumping the door ! Is

it a nice morning, Tristram V Janet answered,

sitting up in bed and rubbing her eyes sleepily.

' Morning ! Why it will be night soon if you
don't get up. Yes, it's a gorgeous day. Hurry
up, do, and we'll get leave to go to St. Brithuc's/

St. Brithuc's was a bay some four mile3 from
St. Meloc's, where there were caves and a rocking-

stone. They had often been there and spent the

day climbing about the rocks, or crab-fishing in

the pools. This was a special treat, and Janet
made haste to get up; she was generally much
slower in coming down than Tristram, who
learned a good many of his lessons in the hour
before eight o'clock breakfast.

It was a fine September morning, and as Mr.

Wolfe intended to be out all day, he readily con-

sented that the two should go off on their expedi-

tion, only stipulating that they should get back
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by seven o'clock, by which time it would be

growing dusk.

By nine o'clock Janet and Tristram were on
their way, each with a satchel of provisions slung

over their shoulder, and a stout hooked walking-
stick shod with iron in. their hand. First they
had to go down into the village and out into the

bay, round the edge of which they kept close

under the rocks, and so rounded St. Meloc's point

and came into a broad open bay called Scarslick,

with smooth sands, over which they walked
easily.

'We won't begin to climb about till we get to

St. BrithucV said Tristram; 'then we shall bo

able to spend as much time there as we like/

So they walked on steadily now, chatting as

they went, and comparing this expedition to St.

Brithuc's with their last, a month or two before.

'It is only quarter to ten now/ said Tristram,

looking at his watch—a present from Bart on his

last birthday, i.e. on the last anniversary of his

rescue from the sea—' so we have nine hours and
a quarter ; if we get there by half-past ten, and
allow an hour and three-quarters to get back, we
shall have nearly seven hours left. Seven hours

at St. Brithuc's, Janet, is much better than we
generally get/

1 Last time we could only spend two or three.'

' When they had crossed the bay, they climbed
a steep path that led over the rocks into a very
small cove, or bay, called the Hole, from which
they could get to St. Brithuc's through a cave.

So by the time Tristram had said, they were
groping their way through the dim, cool caverns,

Janet often dipping into deep pools, and oftener
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still falling down without any apparent excuse,

simply because it was a way she had. However,
she never hurt herself much, or if she did she

never grumbled ; and Tristram was so much used
to these small accidents, that he never said more
to comfort her than :

' There ! Really, Janet, you might have remem-
bered that place ;' or, * Well, Janet ! next time
please try to splash less when you want to

flounder.'

But, although she floundered, Janet was per-

fectly content. As she said, she adored caves, by
which she did not mean to say that she had
organized any new system of idolatrjr, but only
that she liked groping and clambering in these

mysterious dark places, where the solemn break-

ing of the sea upon the shore could be heard all

day, and the strong sea smell was always in one's

nostrils.

' I say, Tristram, do you think anyone was
ever caught here by the tide V she asked in an
awe-struck tone, as they stood still to take breath

half-way through the cave that joined St. Bri-

thuc's to the Hole.
1 Lots/ replied he briefly, not at all in an awe-

struck tone. 'Allow one on an average every
five years, you get twenty in a century: the

world is at all events six thousand years old, that

would make twelve hundred in all. Why, the

place would hardly hold them, if they were all

here together.'

Janet shuddered.
' How awful, Tristram !'

But Tristram, though he was thinking to him-
self, and putting himself in the place of each of
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the tide-caught twelve hundred, and realizing the
agony and horror with his wonderful imagina-
tiveness, did not shudder. Presently they went
on.

' Do you think they all went to hell Y Janet
inquired with much stolidity.

Tristram turned round upon her sharply.
1 Why on earth should they ? I should think

not indeed
!'

Janet was wondering why she had wondered
thus.

' I meant—people don't generally—don't die

like that, you know— all alone, without any
prayers or anything. The clergyman generally

goes to prepare them and all that/
' That's all very well if you can get it,' was

Tristram's rather practical answer to this diffi-

culty ;

1 but if not, why 1 expect they make it up
somehow.'

' Who do Y inquired Janet, somewhat puzzled

;

she had not seen Tristram's gesture towards the

roof of the cave, and was unable to follow the

flights of his quicker thoughts.
' Oh, God, of course,' he answered hastily, not

from irreverence, but simply from shyness.
' Besides,' he went on, * what does the clergyman
do after all Y

Janet began to wonder whether she ought not
to be rather shocked.

' Oh, Tristram, I don't think you ought to say

a pool, and splashing a few pints of sea-water over
his back as she spoke.

1 Do hold up, Janet. Say what? Why, I've

said nothing yet. But what does the clergyman

that,' she id, floundering at the moment into

3
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do ? He reads a chapter, which the man could

do himself generally
'

' Why, he wouldn't have a Bible here/ Janet
took leave to remark, with stern matter-of-fact-

ness.

'I wasn't speaking of people caught by the

tide then : they certainly would not be able to

read a chapter, and consequently would not be
expected to. Well, then, the clergyman says

some prayers, which the person could do, too, just

as well for himself.'
1 Hot such long ones—out of the Prayer-book

and all,' again objected Janet, trying to stretch

across a pool, which she could very easily have
jumped quite safely.

' You'll not do it—there ! I knew you would !

You splash so, one might as well be walking with
a water-tub.—The longness doesn't matter ; and
as for the Prayer-book, why a man's own prayers

would be every bit as good.'
' Still, I should hate to die like that—away

from home, in the dark and wet,' said Janet, who
could not quite follow the argument, but was
sure of her own feelings on the subject.

' Of course. I should hate to die at all ; but if

I were to have to die like that, I should do the

best T could, and expect God to help me out.'

' Ought one to hate dying, quite Y again in-

quired the orthodox Janet, quite certain that she

did.
' Well, one does, you see ; so I expect one can't

help that exactly. I say, I'm going up the Tooth

;

you'd better keep in the sun and try to get dry.

Don't begin eating till I come down.'

The Tooth was a detached reck, standing in
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the middle of the bay, very difficult to climb, and
a building-place for many gulls and sea-larks.

Tristram made for this, and was soon clinging to

its steep sides, and pulling himself up from ledge

to ledge, while Janet looked for shells and tried to

catch shrimps in a net that screwed on to the iron

foot of her walking-stick. After half an hour's

climbing Tristram came down to her, and joined

her in her shrimp-fishing for a time ; after which
they chose a nice flat rock whereon they sat down
to take their meal.

'I wonder whether it's going to rain/ Janet
remarked, looking out to sea, where there was a
peculiar mist that seemed to be rolling in to land.

' Yes ; I expect it will. Never mind ; we'll go
and take shelter in the caves.'

' And be caught by the tide and drowned—and
make twelve hundred and two !' objected Janet
decidedly, who had taken Tristram's figures quite

literally.

'It won't begin for an hour at least, and I

dare say it will blow inland. We can go into the

caves for a little while and see.'

But the thought of the twelve hundred was
too much for Janet.

' No, indeed we won't ; the tide is coming in,

and you know it's very treacherous here. We
had better climb up the sheep-path, and ask them
to give us shelter at St. Brithuc's. We've often

got milk there, and the woman's very nice.'

So Tristram had to give in. He was right,

however, in saying it would not rain for some
time. Though the mist was over them by three

o'clock, the rain did not come down for half an
hour later. Directly it began, they scuttled up

3—2
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the sheep-tracks leading to the fields up over the

rocks, and made all haste to reach the farm before

it should have got very heavy.

St. Brithuc's farm stood high up over the

sea, enclosed in its own cosy.homestead, and sur-

rounded by a large walled garden and orchard,

sheltering it from the keen sea-breezes. Tristram

and Janet had often gone there to ask for a drink

of water, or to get milk, and the farmer's wife

knew them well by sight. She now welcomed
them most heartily, and insisted on Tristram's

taking off his coat to dry, as it had got wet just on
the shoulders and sleeves. Janet had worn a
little cape, which had also got wet, and was now
hung up on the open hearth before the kitchen

fire. They had never been into the house before,

and both of them looked around it curiously, to

note all there was to be seen.

Over the fireplace there was a large wooden
crucifix, the first they had ever seen, and on one

wall was hung a picture of Our Lady holding Our
Lord out in her arms for some saints to worship.

But Tristram's attention was especially caught by
a rosary hanging to a hook upon the dresser, to

the end of which was fastened a medal.

'May I look at that V he asked, nodding to-

wards this.
1 Those beads, I mean.'

The woman smiled and gave him leave, taking

it down and giving it into his hands.
* I have something like this,' he said, touching

the medal, ' though not quite the same.'

The woman seemed surprised.

' Have you V she said. * You're not a Catholic,

sir, are you V
' No. Is it

c Catholic ' to have things like that ?

Look, Janet, isn't it like mine ?'
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' Why, one side is just the same P she answered,

much impressed. 'Show her yours, Tristram.'

He did so as she suggested it, taking off the gold

chain that now lay quite close round his neck,

which formerly had hung down loose and long.

The woman seemed to wonder much as she

looked at it, and most of all that Tristram should
wear it.

' I suppose a Catholic gave it you ?' she said.

' I don't know. I have worn it since I was a
baby/ Tristram replied; 'I wear it all night,

too, I only take it off to wash. I always say
what's written on it. I say it in Latin now

—

when I was little the nurse taught me to say it

in English.'

This seemed to explain things to the farmer's

wife.
' Ah, I see ! You had a Catholic nurse. God

bless her
!'

'No. Only I had that on when I first came
to her, and so she always took care I should wear
it, and got Mr. Wolfe to tell her what the words
were in English.'

' Well ! God be praised ! And if you're not
a Catholic now, you'll be one some day, sir,

never fear. . . . But, while we're talking, you
must be hungry ; let me get you some tea, poor
things.'

I don't know that they could really say they
were very hungry, but they liked farmhouse
teas as well as other people, and did not make a
very vigorous refusal of the good woman's hospi-

tality. So while they looked around the room
and examined all there was to see, their hostess

bustled about and got ready a most tempting en-
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tertainment. She pulled out from its corner a
big round table of very old oak, polished and
black—not with varnish or oil, but lapse of years

—on which she arranged a tea-service of queer
green and gold dragon china, and a stout, com-
fortable-looking silver tea-pot and sugar-basin

;

then she brought out a huge loaf of brown bread
and a smaller one of white, butter, jam, and a
solid plain cake, which instantly appealed to the

best feelings of Tristram and Janet.
' Now, my dears, will you be so good as to sit

down and make yourselves at home ? a little tea

will pass the time away. I don't think the rain

will clear off again to-night, so you'd better sit

still here till six o'clock, when my son will have
come in from work ; he'll put the horse in the trap

and drive you over to St. Meloc's in quarter the

time you'd walk it—in the rain and all.'

This plan sounded very nice, only it seemed to

be giving their good hostess a great deal of

trouble.

Tristram said so; but she wouldn't hear of that,

and so they were fain to agree.

Meanwhile they had a very good tea; and
Mrs. Oldham waited upon them, and seemed to

be as much pleased at their enjoyment of her
hospitality as if they were old friends, instead of

two little vagrants sheltering from the storm.

CHAPTER VII.

Mr. Wolfe was rather relieved to see Tristram

and Janet drive up safe and dry, and well

wrapped up in cloaks lent them by Mrs. Oldham

;

he had, of course, thought they were sure to try
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and find shelter somewhere, but his knowledge
of Tristram's hardihood had at once suggested to

him a fear that they should have taken refuge

in any of the caves. However, here they were
in the highest spirits, and very full of their ad-

venture. Not that they poured out all the

account of it into Mr. Wolfe's ear—that was not

their way ; it was to Martha that they told every-

thing, who, having long ceased to be nurse, was still

kept on at the rectory as the children's own ser-

vant or schoolroom maid.

She entered warmly into their praises of Mrs.

Oldham, and listened with good-natured interest

to all they had to tell about her ; but Mrs. Corkitt,

who had also found out where they had sheltered,

and overheard a few words of Tristram's said to

Martha, was not at all grateful for the good
woman's hospitality or kindness.

' 1 warrant she's a Papist !' Mrs. Corbitt very
safely announced. 1

1 know them
;
they're all of a

piece.'

' If they are, then it must be a very nice piece

—mustn't it, Janet V said Tristram, indignantly,

loyal to his new friend ;
' I hope it's a large

piece.'

Mrs.Corkitt sniffed. Besi 1 js alluding to her now
and then as an elephant or a kangaroo—to neither

of which animals could I ever see that she bore

much resemblance—Tristram's usual name for her

was the war-horse. This sniff was the snort or

neigh with which she was supposed to sniff the

battle from afar.

' No doubt you think so, Master Tristram,

with your medals and—and ' Mrs. Corkitt

was at a loss for a climax to her sentence.
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i And what V insisted Tristram. ' What be-

sides the medals ? I suppose the other medal is

that one with Queen Adelaide giving away prizes

to Bluecoat boys on it, that you gave me on my
birthday. I have only those two.'

Mrs. Corkitt's sniff grew shriller. The medal
had been an, ancient grievance of hers, and many
had been the battles between Martha and her on
the subject. Her argument was that no idolatries

should be allowed at St. Meloc's rectory ; Martha
waived that general principle and founded her

defence on the evident intention of Tristram's

dead parents; and on Mrs. Corkitt's appealing at

length to Mr. Wolfe, she was dismissed with an
urgent request not to burden herself with the

business of the nursery as well as that of the

kitchen, and an assurance that Martha's argument
was a very fair and reasonable one.

' Am I to tell her, then, that she'3 to bring the

boy up a Roman?' Mrs. Corkitt had inquired

with boiling indignation and deep scorn.
' I shall probably bring Tristram up as my

conscience directs, which is in no other religion

than my own. If by any most unlikely chance
he should ever himself desire to embrace the
religion which must have been that of at least

one of his parents, I cannot then do more than
try to dissuade him by such arguments as are in

my power. But you need burden yourself with
no message from me to Martha on the subject.

Will you please see that the door closes behind
you ?—the bolt does not always catch. Thank
you/

This defeat had been very far from reconciling

Mrs. Corkitt to the medal, and it was always one
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of her strongest arguments against Tristram.

She was now roused to fresh indignation by the

unlucky accident which had thrown the two
children in the way of Mrs. Oldham, whose
family, settled at St. Brithuc's before the

Reformation, had ever since it remained faithful

to the old religion. She gave way to many fore-

bodings, and mysteriously called Martha to

witness that she now, while there was still time,

would fain make her master see that the thin end
of the wedge had been put in by that tea and
shelter.

4 Well, Mrs. Corkitt/ cried Martha good-
naturedly ;

' Papist or no Papist, you wouldn't
have had the woman turn the poor things away
in the rain, or keep them and offer them nothing,

surely
!'

The war-horse sniff grew very shrill.

'I never knew any good come of Popish
victuals yet/ Mrs. Corkitt declared ; and truly

enough, for her knowledge of Popish food was
about as limited as her acquaintance with
Catholic belief, of which she knew only a minus
quantity.

The storm from which the two children had
taken refuge at St. Brithue's broke up the fine

weather, and it was followed by a fortnight of

wild gusty rain that made their usual expeditions

along the coast impossible.

So they amused themselves as best they could.

Tristram read a good deal, and often aloud ; and
both children went often to see Bart and his

mother.

Mrs. Corkitt disapproved of these visits only

less than of that to St. Brithuc's; in fact, her dis-
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like to them was so much a first principle that

she did not think it called for any explanation
or reason, and laid it down as a natural truth.

But, though Janet was frequently kept at home
by her means, Mrs. Corkitt was unable to prevent
Tristram's going to see Bart as often as he liked,

which was very often indeed.

One afternoon early in October, a week or two
after the day at St. Brithuc's, Tristram came to

Janet, who was sitting rather disconsolately look-

ing out of the schoolroom window over the dreary

sea, and asked her to come to Bart's.
"

1

It is ironing-day, and the war-horse is busy.

You can get away without any struggle. Come
along, Jan.

1

So they went, and arriving at Mrs. Bart's, as

they always called Bart's mother, found it was
her ironing-day too. But this was no disappoint-

ment, as Mrs. Bart always talked best while she

was ironing ; and it was such a chilly day that it

was very pleasant to sit in the warm cottage,

from whose windows you could look right down
the old fashioned street into the bay and out

to sea.

' Now, Mrs. Bart, I'm going to go on with the
ship. Janet shall help you to iron, and you shall

tell us a story. We will wait till five ; and if

Bart has not come in by then, we'll have tea

without him.- Goon with the story; and mind
you don't listen too hard and scorch the things,

Jan.'

Janet, who liked ironing better than reading

or lessons, tucked up her sleeves and put on a
white apron ; and Tristram went to a big chest by
which he sat down, and which contained wood
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and tools for the ships lie was building under
Bart's direction. Mrs. Bart smiled good-naturedly,

and began to think of a story.
• Well, really, my dears, I can't think of any

new story/ Mrs. Bart declared, well knowing the

answer that was sure to follow.
' All the better ; tell us one of the regular

ones. Tell us about St. Meloc's or St. Brithuc's,

any of the old lot. If you go wrong we shall be
able to set you right in any of them.

1

Mrs. Bart laughed and began.
• A long time ago, before this village was built,

there lived here a very good man called Meloc.

Some say it was as long ago as the time of Julius

Caesar, and that he was one of the Britons that you
have got pictures of in your history-book ; but I've

never seen any picture of St. Meloc. We know
from the signboard of St, Meloc's inn, that he
was not a savage like them, dyed blue and what
not, sitting in a boat with no oars, and dressed in

skins and that. So some say he did not live

quite so far back as that, and that he crossed

over here from Brittany, and that's why he's

called a Briton. However, here he was, and a
very good man too. He prayed almost all night,

and all day he went about preaching to the

people, and telling them to be good and do their

duty by God and man. He had built a little

chapel for himself, and he lived in a little cell

over the door of it, in which there was a rope so

lie could ring a big bell hanging outside when
ever there was a storm, to warn ships off the

shore. When folks got to know more about him,

and how he spent all his time serving God and
helping other people, a good many came and
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joined hiin, to learn of him how to be better

Christians, and go about with him to preach
and all.

' So they had to build a bigger chapel, and a
monastery beside it for them all to live in ; that

was the church your papa preaches in every
Sunday, Miss Janet, and alongside of it the

rectory stood then. Besides these, St. Meloc
built a high tower to his church, in which was a
peal of very large bells to ring in storm-time,

and a place where a light could be burnt to be
seen right out at sea; and also he built a cell

on the point, where one monk slept each night

—being changed week and week about, I suppose
each got his turn—and his duty was to keep a
lamp burning and get up every hour to pray for

those at sea, especially in stormy weather.

When it was low tide and the Beads, as we call

them, were dry, St. Meloc used to take bis monks
to kneel on them, and pray that no ships might
be lost on them in the next storm, and so they
came to be called St. Meloc's Beads.

' Well, round the two points in the next bay
but one to this, lived at the same time another
saint called St. Brithuc, who was the friend of

St. Meloc and often came to see him and pray
with him. And these two holy men used now
and then to go together to preach to the people

inland, and try to do them good. And once it

happened that they did so just at the beginning
of winter, and the roads were so bad that they
were kept many weeks unable to get back to the

coast; so they spent the time in going round
preaching, and they converted many hundreds of

the people, and did more good in a month or so
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than twenty common men would do in a year.

However, they were both anxious to get home,
and as soon as a long hard frost made the ways
possible they hurried away to the coast, and
reached St. Meloc's cross up yonder about night-

fall ; there they parted, and St. Meloc came on
here, reaching the bay when it was quite dark.

He was very much surprised to find the lights in

the tower and on the point were not yet lit,

and reproached the monks for being so late and
so lazy. The monks made haste to light the

lamps, but seemed very awkward and ashamed,
which St. Meloc thought very natural.

' As it happened it was nearly full moon, and
when the clouds cleared away one could see right

across the bay and out to sea.

' As soon as the lamps were lighted in the
tower, St. Meloc set off to the point to see

about the light there too. But he had hardly
got up on to the wall, as we call it, when the moon
shone out, and he looked down upon the sea.

Well, you may think how the good saint started

when he saw a great mast sticking up out of the

water by the Beads. For a few minutes he stood

still and looked down, as if he could not believe

his eyes ; and then running down again into the

bay, he called the monks to come and see a ship

sunk beyond the Beads. The monks crept out
quietly, and would hardly look where St. Meloc
pointed, till even he began to suspect something
was amiss. He asked them when that ship had
sunk, and they told him last night; and then he
asked if the lamps had been forgotten then, and
if the bells in the tower had been rung.

'Then it was revealed to the saint that the
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monks had grown lazy in his absence, and had
grown careless about the lamps, and had not rung
the bells, and had slept all night instead of
praying, and had feasted and amused themselves,
while the ship had been sinking, and they had
known nothing of it till the morning when one
of the brothers saw it there. They had hoped
the waves would break it up before St. Meloc
came, but for a miracle it had been preserved.

'There and then St. Meloc knelt down and
prayed, and in answer to his prayer the belfry was
carried away from the church and planted high
up on the wall, the monastery was set down
beside it, and the five monks who should have seen
to bells and lamps that night were set on five

rocks in the bay to do penance for their sin. So
the monks never slept again and forgot the
lamps, and the five who had been wanting
died in great grief, and the rocks where they had
done penance are still standing to be seen, and on
one of them the lighthouse has been put.'

CHAPTER VIII.

Both Tristram and Janet had of course often

heard this story before, as well as a good
many more of the same sort, for that northern
coast was very full of legendary saint-lore, mixed
up with an addition of half-heathen, half-fairy

fable.

' I say, Mrs. Bart, do you believe there ever
was such a man as St. Meloc V Tristram asked
rather abruptly, when the tale was done.

* Why, yes, Mr. Tristram ! Hasn't the bay been
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called after him ever since there was a cottage

in it, and hasn't the church been called after him
ever since it was a church ? Places aren't called

after folks as never were.'

t
' How much of that story is true, I wonder V

the boy said next.

I am afraid Mrs. Mallord was much shocked at

the infidelity shown by Tristram in not believing

it all, for though the Protestant religion has

succeeded in making ignorant people very proud
of not believing what the saints of God believed,

it is by no means incompatible with much super-

stition. In other words, their faith is weak, but
their credulity is strong as ever.

' Next time we go to St. Brithuc s, we'll ask
Mrs. Oldham about St. Brithuc,' Tristram con-

tinued ; ' perhaps he had a story too,'

As it happened, they went there pretty soon,

for Mr. Wolfe took them for a drive in that

direction, and remembering the good woman's
hospitality, told them he would drop them at St.

Brithuc's if they liked, and call for them again

on his way home, so that they could go and
thank Mrs. Oldham and then go down to the

bay.
Mrs. Oldham was very glad to see the children

again, and was full of inquiries as to how they
had fared, whether they had caught cold, etc.

;

and she could not help showing her special

interest in Tristram, of whom she had been
thinking much since their visit, and for whom
she had prayed very earnestly.

' Well now,' she said, after the greetings were
over and all the questions answered, 'it is only
half-past three, and you say your papa will cull
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again for you in a couple of hours, so you must
have some tea; but as you want to goto the bay,
you had better go there first, and then come back
here as soon as you are tired, and we will have
tea ready for you against you come/ They
agreed very gladly to this, and started off, Mrs.
Oldham promising to ring the farm bell at half-

past four, in case they should not notice how the
time went.

It was a beautiful October day, and the sun
shone brightly over the sea, and over the fields

where muchof thecornstood in the sheaf. The tide

was out, and Tristram and Janet walked far out
across the sands to where it was breaking in

gentle power upon the shore.
' Janet/ the boy said suddenly, ' I think some-

thing is going to happen to me/
' Oh, Tristram !' the girl gasped, ' what do you

mean ? Anything bad V
Tristram laughed that odd, half-grave laugh

that was peculiar to himself, and which even he
only used when he was thoughtful.

' No, Janet. Only this. I have an idea that

your father thinks of sending me to school/
' Oh, Tristram !' Janet exclaimed, eloquent at

least in expression, for she seemed to include in

her meaning incredulous astonishment, grief, fear,

and a sort of suspicion that her father must be
wronged by such a suspicion. .

' Yes, my dear Jan, I get more and more sure

of it—I can hardly explain why, even to myself.

It is partly from things he has said now and
then, almost without noticing that he was saying

them, partly from his way, and partly—oh,

from a lot of things/

Digitized by



Tristram's Friends. 49

They talked over this subject almost until the

farm bell rang, and they had to begin climbing
up the rocks, which prevented any more dis-

cussion just then.

Mrs. Oldham had got ready a very nice tea for

them, which was set out on a small table in the

porch, and here they made themselves very
comfortable indeed.

' Mrs. Oldham/ the boy asked suddenly, ' was
there ever a man called St. Brithuc V

'Yes, indeed there was; and a very holy
man too. He is said to have lived in a little

hermitage on this spot, and from here he and St.

Meloc used to go about the country at stated

times to preach to the people. God worked a
great many miracles by their means, and
especially, in answer to their prayers, he saved
from wreck many ships that were driven on this

coast. No doubt he prayed for you, sir, up in

heaven, and obtained from God the preservation

of your life.'

'Mrs. Corkitt says you are an image-wor-
shipper/ Janet remarked, in her loud slow voice.

Tristram was indignant, but Mrs. Oldham only
laughed. Not herself enjoying Mrs. Corkitt's

acquaintance, it was agreeable to find how inti-

mately that lady was versed in her affairs.

' 1 don't know who Mrs. Corkitt is/ she said

'but she is not the first who has brought the

same charge against us, with as little reason/
i Janet, you stupid !' Tristram said in an

undertone, which made her look awkward, but
failed to show her wherein she had been guilty.

' Well, well, my dears/ Mrs. Oldham said

cheerily, ' hard words break no one's bones, and
4
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east of all words that aren't true. They called

the Master of the house Beelzebub, we must
expect them to call us something—so what does

it matter what the name may be?

'

1 She says you pray to the saints, and you
might just as well pray to the kettle.'

1 Not just as well, my dear, for you see what
ite do is to ask the saints to pray for us, and
they do it ; but you might ask a kettle to pray
for you till you were tired, and it could not,

could it?'
1 Of course not. Janet, you are daft ; do keep

quiet/ said Tristram.

'We are told in the Bible to pray one for

another, and that command binds the saints in

heaven just as much as good people on earth

;

and their prayers are better than ours, because

they are with God and see His face. We are all

so weak and good for nothing, we want all the

help we can get from God and each other on our

way to heaven; so if we could get all the world

to pray for us it would be a wonderful blessing.

But you see that we can't do, while we can very
easily get all the saints in heaven to pray for

us ; we ask them in an instant, and they know
at once, and pray earnestly without grudging.

Do you understand, my dears V
' Yes/ Janet answered, ' that's all very plain.

I'll tell Mrs. Corkitt as much as I remember.
But she says the saints are dead, and when we
die we never pray any more/

€ Dives was dead, and he prayed for his

brethren on earth : if he in hell had that much
charity, how much more the saints in heaven !'

' I have often thought about this/ Tristram
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put in, to Janet's untold surprise, 'and it is so

plain I can't think how even Mrs. Corkitt is

stupid enough not to see. Zechariah* saw the
angel praying for Jerusalem and the people of

Judea. Judas Maccabeus, the great leader of

the Jews against the heathens, saw in a vision

Onias, who had been High Priest, praying for all

the people of the Jews ; and Jeremias after him,
praying for them in the same way.+ If you believe

in praying for others at all, you must believe in

the saints praying for us. I am sure St. Meloc
prayed for me that I might be saved from the

wreck, and the Holy Innocents prayed for me,
and Mary, and St. Joseph, so I shall always go
on asking them to help me by their prayers/

Janet was awestruck; Mrs. Oldham hardly

less surprised. She bad, of course, heard all

about the wreck, and she knew that Tristram was
the boy who had been saved; but that his

parents had probably been Catholics she had
never been told, and so she did not know the

great interest this had given the boy in all

matters connected with the Church.

CHAPTER IX.

' Tristram, I want you.'

'Here it comes, Jan/ the boy whispered to

Janet, following Mr Wolfe into his study.

Janet was so much excited she could hardly

go upstairs, and could not bring herself to go to

bed until Tristram had come back and told her

the result of his visit to the study.
* Zech. i. 12. 1 2 Mace. xv. 12.

4—2
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As soon as they had shut the door Mr. Wolfe
told Tristram to sit down, which the boy did,

feeling very nervous and strange. He was not
generally invited to take a chair in the study.

For a few moments Mr. Wolfe did not speak,

but read over a letter in his hand in a pre-

occupied manner. Then he said, without pre-

face :

'How old are you ?
' Twelve, sir.' Tristram had never called Mr.

Wolfe ' father,' or anything but this.

'You ought to have been at school two or
three years ago. I forgot all about you. Should
you dislike beginning now very much V

'No, sir.'

Mr. Wolfe looked relieved.

'I might never have thought of it but for

something that has lately forced itself on my
attention. You know your own story, my boy,

and you must see how awkwardly it placed me
in one respect.'

' You mean about my religion ?' the boy
answered.

1 Yes. One, at least, of your parents must have
been a Catholic; yet I could not bring you up in

that religion, which I hold to be a false one.'

'No.'
' And yet—it was certainly a puzzling matter.

I would not be guilty of any injustice to your
dead parents, so I could think of nothing better

than what I have done. I would bring you up
in my own faith, promising myself that you
should know what I suppose you to have been
born ; and in case of your ever desiring to em-
brace the faith of your parents, I would put no
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obstacle in your way further than that of using
all fair means to convince you of its untruth/

Here Mr. Wolfe paused.
' Now you have known all this for a long time,

and of late I have noticed you asking many
questions which must refer to this subject, and I

have seen you reading a few of my books which
•would not interest you unless you were thinking
of this matter. Am I not right V

4 Yes, sir. I have been thinking of all this a
good deal during the past year. I think a few
chance passages here and there in the " Waver-
leys" and the "History of the Church" set me
thinking first.'

Mr. Wolfe nodded.
' Well, it may be you will come finally to such

a conclusion as I should desire for your own
sake ; but it is possible you may not. I cannot
run any further risk with Janet until I see. I

know you are honourable in all things ; but it

would be folly for me to put you on your honour
to speak of none of these matters to her. It

would be impossible to keep any such promise
;

brother and sister as you are, fifty times a day
some other subject might involve it. I ought
long ago to have sent you to school ; and since you
say you do not shrink from it now, why should

you not go ? This will be as much your home
as ever

;
your holidays will be spent here, and

we shall all look forward to them.'

Tristram never liked Mr. Wolfe so much as

then, and if he did not say a word he looked many.
1 1 think of sending you to Harchester ; it was

my own school, and you ought to be happy there.

This is only October, so you may as as well go
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there at once. It is the half term, and you have
a good while before you to Christmas.

1

It was all rather sudden and quick ; but Tris-

tram put a good face on it.

4 This letter is from Mr. Leggett, in whose hands
you will be ; he is an old friend of mine—we were
at Harchester together—and he will be friendly

to you. I hope associating with other boys of

your own rank and age, sports and games, will

drive all these fancies out of your head. Good-
night, Tristram; tell Janet only what you think
wise.'

In a fortnight Tristram was gone, and poor
Janet was left disconsolate in the dreary old

rectory on St. Meloc's wall. He was much more
grieved to think of her loneliness than upset at

the sudden change for himself, from home to

distant school-life. His parting with Bart and
Bart's mother was very trying to everybody
concerned, especially as Janet sobbed loudly the

whole time.

Then he rode over to see Mrs. Oldham, and
had a long talk with her, in which the good
motherly woman gave him some friendly advice.

' Well, good-bye, good-bye, my dear young gen-

tleman/ she said at parting, ' and you must not

be offended if a little hamper from St. Brithuc's

comes to you now and then. My own lads have all

been through school, and they found a hamper
very welcome at times ; and a few chickens and a
ham, and some jam and apples and cakes and
the like, will serve to remind you of your friends

at St. Brithuc's. I shall often be thinking of

you, and praying for you away there among
strangers. God bless you and keep you in His
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sight. I cannot help often thinking of your poor

dead mother, Mr. Tristram, and praying that her

son may be one of us at last, as she was herself,

poor thing ! You have told me how that good
woman the nurse taught you to say the little

prayer on your medal, and how you often do ask
the good saints to pray for you up in heaven.

Well, my dear sir, go on doing this, and they
will bring you all blessings. . . . Some at school

are bad,just as some are in the world ; and in every

place the devil has some who gladly do his work
. . . pray always, and try to keep free of them
. . . Have only those with pure minds and pure

tongues for your friends, and such as remember
God, although they forget much beside—work
and rules, and what not ; and above all, have the

saints themselves for your friends. Here is a
little book for you . . . ask Mr. Wolfe to let you
keep it ; and if he will, then read a page or two
when you can. It will help you to be at home
with God's best friends. . . . Well, well, what a
sermon I have preached, and I meant not to. . . .

Good-bye, Mr. Tristram, and good-luck to you. . . .

Come back at Christmas well and strong, and
don't forget St. Meloc's and your old friends here/

And when Tristram had trotted away on the

old roan pony, Mrs. Oldham stood at the gate

looking after him, saying many prayers for the

lad, and begging her good friends the saints to be
his best friends too.

I will bring this chapter to an end with Trist-

ram' first letter home.
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s Harchester,
' Oct 21, 18—.

'My dear Jan,
* How are you ? I'm splendid. Harchester

is a nasty place, not at all like St. Meloc's—miles

from the sea, in a poky valley, with a grubby town
all round the college. The college is ever so nice

though, and the fellows are jolly—some of them.
Mr. Leggett is better than Corkitt

;
give her my

love, and especially to Martha and Bart, and Mrs.
Bart, and everybody. Mind you go and see Mrs.

Oldham, and tell her all I ever tell you in my
letters. In this house there are some very nice

fellows—particularly Vane, Garstang, and Fitz-

more. We get up at six, and go to bed at ten.

There are no caves, only meads, but plenty of
cricket, and they play better—much better—than
dear old Bart. It is time to stop.

' Your affectionate brother,

'Tristram Mallord.

' There's a fellow here called Brain, who thinks

sea-anemones are flowers. Please give enclosed

to Mr. Wolfe.'

CHAPTER X.

Tristram got on very well at school. He was
clever enough to satisfy his master without his

studies being much of a burden to himself, and he
had a natural fondness for any sports which re-

quired strength and sinew, that made up for his

lack ofpractice. He was very popular in his house
and his special friends were many and various.

Vane, Garstang, and Fitzmaur were his three

peculiar chums
;
they were all in his house, and
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though of course much higher up in the school

and older than himself, had so many things in

common that the four boys were real friends.

' I say, Mallord, look at that photograph and
tell me if you think it like anyone you know/
Vane said to him one day, putting an open photo-

graph-book into his hand. The four boys were
having tea in Garstang's room, who looked up
curiously to see what the reply would be, and
exchanged glances with Fitzmaur.

Tristram looked at the photograph, which was
that of a boy about a year older than himself,

with very dark grave eyes, thin sensitive lips and
nostrils, a pale clear skin, and short black hair.

' He's a very handsome fellow, so it seems a
calm thing to say/ laughed Tristram, ' but the

only person I ever saw particularly like this I

see in my looking-glass. Who do you think it

like?'

'We all thought it like you—or rather we
thought you like him'—said Garstang, directly

we set eyes on you. The likeness is all the more
true for the many differences there are between
you/

' You will be able to judge for yourself one of

these days ... he is sure to come up for the

play, if not before. He only left last year/ added
Vane.

Tristram looked again at the photograph.
' It is odd/ he said ;

1 one can hardly say what
makes it so particularly like ; it's a sort of general

look. What's his name ?'

'Catesby/
' He's a Catholic/ put in Vane, 'descendant of

Guy Fawkes, of the Gunpowder Plot/
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'Refrain your poetic imagery,' laughed Garstang,
' and explain that you mean Catesby of that ilk.'

' Robert Catesby V
1 That's his name too, all complete,' said Vane.
As time went on Tristram liked school more

and more, and so it liked him. He did not forget

Mrs. Oldham's counsel, and he often read a little

of the book she had given him—an old leather-

bound edition of the Saints' Lives. Especially he
delighted in St. Sebastian, St. Pancras, and the

martyr saints of the first centuries. He prayed
often to them, and got quite familiar with them,
and through their lives with the Church in which
they lived and died. Meanwhile he got on better

and better with games and books, and kept out of

all such mischief as he need have been ashamed of,

while he was pretty often caught in such as was
merely a matter of discipline or rule.

At the end of the term there was a play, and
many old boys came up for this

;
among others

Catesby, whose photograph Vane had shown him.
One afternoon, that of the day on which the

play was to take place, Tristram dashed into Vane's
room, and found * his own lot' there ; in the win.
dow-seat behind the curtain a strangerwas sitting,

towards whom the others looked at once on his

entrance.

Tristram stopped short, and the stranger got
up and came forward ; their eyes met, and in-

voluntarily each of them broke into a smile.
' This is your successor, Catesby ; this is your

precursor, Mallord,' said Vane.
The two boys laughed. The likeness was

certainly very odd. Lord Catesby looked older
than he was, but so did Tristram ; and anyone
light have said they were brothers.
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f I suppose we are not really relations by any
chance V Catesby said. ' I never heard of any of

mine called Mallord. Had you ever any called

by my name V
Tristram reddened.
r I have no relations of my own name nor any

other/ he said somewhat awkwardly. None of

them knew his story.

Lord Catesby looked up quickly, with a short

keen glance, and then spoke of something else.

But he seemed to have taken a fancy to Tris-

tram ; for he had a good deal of talk with himr
and came and sat near him while Vane was
getting tea ready. For his own part, Tristram

liked Catesby very much, and felt it very easy

to talk with him as to an old friend. Almost
without knowing how, he found himself telling

him about the sea, about the northern coast, St.

Meloc's, and the old home life.

' 1 am much more lonely than that/ Catesby
said, when Tristram had told him of the queer
life he had led at the rectory with only Janet
for playfellow; ' since my grandfather and grand-
mother died quite close together, I have lived

quite alone in my holidays. I am at Ampleshaw,
you know/

In the course of the evening they met several

times ; and perhaps by chance, perhaps by
Catesby's design, they found themselves sitting

together during the play. The play was 1 The
Tempest/ and between one of the acts, Tristram

said, laughing

:

'I told you I had no relations, nor have I

really any name ; for I, too, am a boy-Miranda/
Catesby looked interested, but said nothing.

He did not want to force Tristram into any

Digitized by



60 Ora pro Nobis; or,

explanations. But Tristram told him about the
storm in a few words, and he was still speaking
of his escape when the curtain rose again.

Next day they all went home for the holidays.

Garstang, four or five others, and Catesby, went
in the same carriage with Tristram for the first

twenty miles of their journey.
' Do you mind some time telling me the rest of

your story, that the third act cut short last

night T Catesby asked him as they walked up and
down the platform, waiting for the train to start.

1 1 will, certainly. We are sure to meet again.

You come often to visit your Harchester friends?'
' Yes ; but we needn't wait for that. Garstang

spends the last fortnight of the holidays with me
at home. Do you feel inclined to spare us a
week ofyours ? If so, you could finish your story,

and would be giving me a great pleasure too.'

Tristram accepted only too gladly, and looked
forward very much to the visit. The weeks at

St. Meloc's flew by. Janet was in a seventh
heaven of stolid happiness and content, Bart
was triumphant to see how much school had
improved his boy, and all the place was as kind
as kind could be. But at last the time was
past, and Tristram went away, his very last

visit being to Mrs. Oldham at St. Brithuc's.

The week at Catesby Abbots was very plea-

sant; there was a nice party, and plenty of

winter fun. It was a fine old place ; in the
middle of a huge chase, and surrounded by a
wheel of avenues of cedars, hundred of years old.

Catesby was very fond and proud of the old

home of his persecuted ancestors ; and Tristram's

delight in all its quaint and old-world beauties

was very pleasant to him. The two boys had
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grown into real friends, and Catesby knew
all Tristram's history by heart. Only on one
subject Tristram had kept his own counsel, and
that was concerning his own leanings to the

Catholic faith. Of them he said nothing, either

to Catesby or the old chaplain, Mr. Stanhope.

When the day of departure came, and Tris-

tram stood at the door saying good-bye to his

host, Catesby said heartily :

' Well, this is only your first visit ; you must
come again, and for a longer stay, if you don't

mind the risk of being bored.'

And Tristram very gladly promised that he
would.

At Harchester he began to visit the Catholic

Church ; for what he had seen of the Catholics

at Catesby, and most of all what he had seen of

Catesby himself, had rilled him with a keener
desire than ever to know more of the religion of

his parents. And he kept up his intercourse

with the saints—his good friends in heaven, as

he called them to Mrs. Oldham—and so the
months went by.

CHAPTER XII.

•Catesby Abbots,
'July 15, 18—.

Mi dear Tristram,
' I hear from Garstang that your holidays

begin on the twenty-fifth. Could you arrange

to come straight here for a bit ? then, since you
have been so good as to ask me, we might go
north together. Do try and arrange this. I

have something to tell you about myself.
' Your affectionate friend,

'Robert Catesby.'
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Tristram accepted this invitation; and on the
twenty-fifth arrived at Easton Station, a little

village some three miles from Catesby Abbots,
where he found his friend awaiting him. They
left the luggage ; and without any footman or
groom, drove off together in a high dog-cart, as

Catesby said he wanted to take Tristram a round.
'You could hardly see what the chase was

like in January/ he said. ' We have two hours
before dressing-time, and I will show it to you
now. It is looking perfect this weather.'

It certainly was. The fresh springy turf,

the enormous oaks and elms in all their summer
bravery, the herds of deer and the placid lakes-^
all were beautiful as the heart could wish. And
now and then the undulations of the road would
bring the old castle into sight, nestled far away
among its rookeries and gardens, peaceful and
stately—a perfect English home.

' Isn't it beautiful, Tristram V Catesby asked,

looking round affectionately on all the familiar

scenss.
' Indeed, yes. How fond you must be of it all !'

Catesby laughed.
' Yes ; one can't help having a special feeling

for the place where your people have lived and
suffered, and hoped and feared, and died; and
this certainly is a dear place, even if it were
nothing to rae personally/

Catesby was surprised to find himself the only
guest. The two boys had the great house all to
themselves, and dined alone with the solemnity
of two dowagers. When dinner was over,

Catesby turned to a footman and said

:

' Will you have lights put in my own sitting-

room ?—not the drawing-room/
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'Yes, my lord/ the servant answered, and
withdrew.
The boys chatted together for some time

over their dessert, and then Catesby proposed

a stroll in the garden before going up to his

own private room. So they sauntered out of the

open window on to the terrace, and thence down
a flight of broad stone steps into the prim old-

world garden.
' How stately the old place looks 1' Tristram

said thoughtfully. ' It could tell strange stories

if it chose, perhaps.'

'Not very discreditable ones, I hope; it has

always belonged to Catholics/ its owner replied.

They walked on ; and every now and then a
fresh peep of the grand old chase or the distant

rich farmlands came into sight.

' You see the smoke over there Y said Catesby,

presently pointing away to the west, where a
thin veil of mist hung over the valley.

' Is it smoke ? Yes ; I see it ! Is it a town V
' It is Catesby Magna. One of our family has

sat for it pretty well ever since it was a borough.

Now there is no one to sit, and a Captain Simms
is the member.'

Tristram laughed. And just then a footman
appeared, to say some one desired to speak to

Catesby. ' And the tea has been taken to your
lordship's study/ the man added. So the boys
turned homeward.

* Excuse me a little while ; I will not keep
you long. Do you mind pouring out tea for

yourself V

It was the first time Tristram had ever known
Catesby to sit in this room after dinner; but then

it was the first time they had been alone to-
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gether. Presently Catesby returned, took his tea

to the window, looked out thoughtfully for a few
minutes, and then drinking it off, came and
placed bis hands on Tristram's shoulders. As he
did so, their eyes met, and Tristram noticed how
grave and earnest his friend's were.

'Tristram/ he said, 'I have something to tell

you, and it may surprise you. I don't know
what to say to prepare you for it, so I will not
say anything at all, but just tell you the story.

Come here.' Taking up a candlestick, he led his

friend out into the corridor, and stood still before

a picture, in front of which hung a curtain.
' Look/ he said, drawing it back ;

' who is he like V
4 Like us both/ said Tristram, laughing, but

with an uncomfortable sensation of foreboding
and anxiety.

'Yes. Naturally like me, perhaps; it is the
conspirator Robert Catesby. But isn't it odd
that it should be so like you ? Well, come here:

who is this like V And he led Tristram to an-
other picture.

' Like us both, again/ the boy answered un-
willingly.

Catesby nodded and smiled. ' Yes ; and that

is my grandfather, Robert Catesby—not lord;

for the attainder was not yet reversed. Now
come back to my room, and I will show you
something else/

They did so, and Lord Catesby, unlocking au
ebony cabinet, brought from it a velvet minia-
ture-case, which he took to the table.

' Look, Tristram ; these two boys are the two
sons of my grandfather up there—his only sons.

Who are they like V
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' As before, I can only say like you and me,

Catesby.'
' Yes ; and that again is natural enough in my

case, for that one, James, is my father: they were
twins, but my father was the younger. Now sit

down, Tristram, and I will tell my story/

Tristram did so ; and Lord Catesby, standing

up with his head leant against the old mantel-

piece of carved black oak, said :

'My grandfather, Robert Catesby, had two
sons, twins, whose mother died when they were
born ; but they both lived, and their father never

married again. The eldest was called Robert,

the other—my father—James. They were both

odd, wild boys, as Catesby boys have often been.

And the eldest got into some foolish row at

school, for which the silly people wanted to expel

hira ; so he ran away and enlisted, and for years

no one heard of him. James never forgot him,

or ceased to do all he could to find him out; and
when a lucky chance seemed to make it likely he
would succeed, roused heaven and earth to get

the attainder on the title reversed, in which
he did succeed. Nor, of course, did he ever

use the title himself until he knew for certain

of his brother's death. My father—this James

—

married young, and went to India; there he
found a clue to his brother's whereabouts
in years gone by, and determined to follow

it up. Meanwhile my grandfather died, and
this place was shut up—there was no one here

to look after things at all. But my father suc-

ceeded in his search, found his brother had
married—some time after himself—and had re-

turned to England almost immediately after his
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marriage. Finally, he found the ship had been
lost, and, so far as he could learn, no one had
been saved. But it was six years after that he
learnt all this, and he was at the other side of the
world. Before he could come back to England, he
died, and my mother soon after him ; for a year
or two he had been Lord Catesby, then I suc-

ceeded. You can guess what I am going to say T
Tristram was too much dazed to guess anything.
So Catesby continued in the same very earnest

but very calm and gentle voice he had used
throughout

:

1

It is this : I am certain, Tristram, that we
are first cousins, and you are really Lord Catesby/

Still, poor lad, he could say nothing; and
Catesby, gravely smiling, went on :

' It has been very difficult to piece together the

mere shreds of evidence I could get ; but as soon
I saw you, I had an instinct that you were some-
thing to me ; and as soon as I beard your story,

this light dawned on me. Since Christmas I

have been to Jamaica, whence the Tristram
sailed, and I took with me our family solicitor,

and at last I have put together the whole. I

can find that the Tristram sailed from Port Royal
with thirty passengers, of whom one called him-
self Robert C. Tempest; he took berths for

himself, his young wife, and a nurse. They had
no child, but they took on board a child's cradle.

We compared his writing in the books of the
company with that of my uncle Robert as a boy,

and experts say the identity after so many
years is most unusual. Tempest was our grand-
mother's name, and so I think there can be no
doubt at all of the identity of this man with my
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uncle—only one thing is needed to clinch it, but
that the very circumstances put out of reach.

Well, you are the only living thing saved from the

Tristram, and there is your extraordinary like-

ness to the family to witness for you. To me
there can be no doubt. Father Stanhope has no
doubt; he says your voice is- exactly that of

uncle Robert at your age. So, Tristram, that is

my story. I suppose the whole case will have
to be laid before the House of Lords, and it may
take long, but there can be no doubt of the

result. You are Lord Catesby, and I am your
cousin Robert.' He bent down and took Tristram's

two hands in his.
1 Thank God you take it like

this/ he said. ' I like to see you so sorry for me,
though indeed you need not be. I am thankful

this is not going to change or spoil you a bit.

As for me, I always had a hankering after a seat in

the Lower House
;
you must help me, Tristram. I

shall look to you to put me up for Catesby Magna.
You have a lot of influence there ; and for the

rest I must trust to myself/
' Is your lordship ready to read night-prayers Y

a footman asked, opening the door. Catesby
always did this when Father Stanhope was away,
as he was now.

'Yes, you can have the bell rung/ Catesby
answered. He laughed as the door closed. ' They
will have to give up that—how surprised they
will all be ! In strict honesty I ought to tell them
at once ; but you must wait a little while to be
" my lord." Now I'm going to night-prayers. Ah,
Tristram, you don't know how hard that part has
been ! They have brought you up a Protestant,

and this place has always been in Catholic hands/
5—2
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Tristram changed colour as he rose to follow

Catesby.
' 1 told you in my letter I, too, had something

to tell you ; it has been on my lips a dozen
times, and I have been shy of telling you. The
priest at Harchester received me yesterday.'

Catesby turned abruptly.
4 Tristram, you don't mean it ! You never

breathed any hint of this to me all these months.
What brought the Church before you, living far

away at St. Meloc's and then at Harchester.'
* Catesby, my dear boy, some things I heard of

up at Harchester have helped it, and many things

I have seen here myself. But it began with my
birth. Look here.' And opening his collar and
shirt, he took off the medal from his neck. ' That
was found round my neck, and I have worn it

always ; and every night and morning I have

E
rayed to the saints to pray for me. And they
ave been very good friends, and in their goodly

company I hope to live and die
;
they first made

me think of the Catholic religion, and brought
me to inquire into it altogether/

'And this is our last link in the chain,

Tristram. The twin brothers each wore one like

this; they were made of gold, and struck on
purpose. This is not an authorized medal, but
one struck out of the private devotion of our
grandfather to the Holy Innocents and the Holy
Family. See its fellow !' And from his own
neck he drew the facsimile of the medal Tristram
had worn all his life.

THE END.

B. WAfiHBOUBNK, PRINTER, 18 PATERNOSTER ROW, LONDON.
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readers that they will find much to attract them in this adventurous
story."— Weekly Register. " The moral is excellent, the interest of
the story well sustained."

—

Tablet. "A good, moral story."

—

Court Circular. 1
' Any book that tries to save boys and young men

from copying the example ofJohn Collins deserves to be encouraged,
especially when it is so veryreadably written and printed as the present

tale."

—

Irish Monthly,

The Fairy Ching; or the Chinese Fairies' Visit to

England. By Henrica Frederic. Handsomely
bound in cloth extra, is., gilt edges is. 6d.

My Golden Days. By M. F. S. i2mo., 2s. 6d., or

in 3 vols., is. each
;

gilt, is. 6d.

The One Ghost of my Life, Willie's Escape, &c.

The Captain's Monkey, &c.

Great Uncle Hugh, Long Dresses, &c.
: They are playfully descriptive of the little ways and experience
of young people, and are well suited for reading aloud in a family
circle of juveniles."

—

The Month. "A series of short tales for

children, by the delightful author of • Fluffy ' and a score of other
charming books for the young. "— Weekly Register. '

' Capital tales

for children, nicely told, printed in large type on good paper and
neatly bound."

—

The Bookseller. "Feelings run through them
like a stream through flowers, and pretty morals peep out as the
reader travels along."

—

Catholic Times. " This is the latest of the
long catalogue of bright and edifying books of short stories for
which our young people have to thank M. F. S. "

—

Irish Monthly.

From Sunrise to Sunset. A Catholic Tale. 3s. 6d.
" A story for young readers, with a distinctly religious tendency,

well written and interesting."

—

The Bookseller. 11 A pleasing tale,

of which some of the incidents take place in the Grisons of Switzer-

land. There is a good power of description of scenery, in very clear

grammatical language. In fact, the purity of style of L. B. is quite
an example to the average novel writer.

'

—

Public Opinion. "A
lively, chatty, pleasant little novel, which can do no harm to any
one, and may afford amusement to many young persons."

—

Tablet.

The Two Friends; or, Marie's Self-denial. By
Madame d*Arras (Nie Lechmere). as.

; gilt, is. 6d.
" A little French tale, in the crisis of which the good Empress

Eugenie plays a conspicuous part."— Weekly Register.

Andersen's Sketches of Life in Iceland. Translated by
Myfanwy Fenton. 2s.; cheaper edition, is. 6d.

" In the one case they are simply pretty tales ; in the other
curious illustrations of the survival to our own time of thought and
manners familiar to every reader of the Sagas."

—

Graphic. "Ever
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welcome additions to the literary flora of a primitive and little-

kttown country, such as Iceland must still be deemed. The Princess

of Wales has been pleased to accept this unpretentious little story*

book, written in the high latitudes where legends flourish abun-
dantly."—/W/Zt: Opinion, " Told with simple eloquence. A happy
mean of refreshing simplicity which every reader must enjoy."

—

Catholic Times. "The style is fresh and simple, and the little

volume is altogether very attractive."— Weekly Register.

Rest, on the Cross. By E. L. Hervey. Author
of "The Feasts of Camelot," &c. i2mo., 3s. 6d.

" This is a heart-thrilling story of many trials and much anguish
endured by the heroine. Rest comes to her, where alone it can
come to all. The little tale is powerfully and vividly told."

—

Weekly Register. " Mrs. Hervey has shown a rare talent in the

relation of moral tales calculated to fascinate and impress younger
readers."

—

Somerset County Gazette. "An interesting and well-

written religious story for young people."

—

The Bookseller. "An
emotional and gushing little novelette."

—

Church Times. "It is

impossible for us to know how far the events and situations are real,

and how far imaginary ; but if real, they are well related, and if

imaginary, they are well conceived."— Tablet. " It is written in the
gentlest spirit of charity."—Athenteum.

The Feasts of Camelot, with the Tales that were told

there. By Eleanora Louisa Hervey. 3s. 6d. ; or
separately, Christmas, js.6&; Whitsuntide, is.6d.

" This is really a very charming collection of tales, told as is evi-

dent from the title, by the Knights of the Round Table, at the Court
of King Arthur. It is good for children and for grown up people
too, to read these stories of knightly courtesy and adventure and of
pure and healthy romance, and they have never Deen written in a
more attractive style than by Mrs. Hervey in this- little volume."

—

Tablet. " This is a very charming story book."— Weekly Register.
" Mrs. Hervey brings the great legendary hero within the reach of
children, but the stories are quite sufficiently well told to deserve the
perusal of more critical readers."

—

The Month. "These tales are
well constructed, and not one of them is destitute of interest."

—

Catholic Times. Full of chivalry and knightly deeds, not unmixed
with touches of quaint humour. "

—

Court Journal. * • A graceful and
pleasing collection of stories. "—Daily News. "There is a high
purpose in this charming book, one which is steadily pursued—it

is the setting forth of the true meaning of chivalry."

—

Morning Post,

Stories from many Lands. By R L. Hervey. 3s. 6d.
"Very well and, above all, very briefly told. The stories are

short and varied. The Godmother's Anecdotes are very good
stories."

—

Saturday Review. "A great number of short Stories

and Anecdotes of a good moral tone."

—

Tablet. "A delightful

fairy Godmother is this, who promises to rival the famous Princess
Scheherezade as a story-teller. "

—

Weekly Register. "Suitable for

boys and girls of ten or twelve years, and is capable of teaching
them not a few wholesome truths in an agreeable but really im-
pressive manner."—Illustrated London News. "A charming col-

R. Washbourne, 18 Paternoster Row,



6

lection of tales, illustrating some great truths."—Church Times.
'

' With a few exceptions each story has ' some heart of meaning in

it,' and tends to kindle in the mind all that is good and noble."

—

Windsor Gazette. "A collection of short stories, anecdotes, and
apologues on various topics, delightfully told."

—

Athenceutn.

A Daughter of St. Dominic. By Grace Ramsay
(Kathleen O'Meara). is.

\
stronger bound,

is. 6d.j cloth extra, 2s. /

" A beautiful little work. The narrative is highly interesting."

—

Dublin Review. " It is full of courage and faith and Catholic
heroism."

—

Universe. A beautiful picture of the wonders effected

by ubiquitous charity, and still more by fervent prayer."

—

Tablet.

Bessy; or the Fatal Consequence of Telling Lies,

is. ; stronger bound, is. 6d. ;
gilt, 2s.

••This is a very good tale to put into the hands ofyoung servants."
— Tablet. *• The moral teaching is of course thoroughly Catholic,

and conveyed in a form extremely interesting."— Weekly Register.

Kainer
;

or, the Usurer's Doom. By the Author of

"Industry and Laziness." is., gilt edges, is. 6d.

" A very tastefully printed book, and the translation is clear and
tasteful—well done, in fact."— Irish Monthly.

Tom's Crucifix, and other Tales. By M. F. S. 3s.6d.

;

or separately, is. each, or is. 6d. gilt.

Tom's Crucifix, and Pat's Rosary.
Good for Evil, and Joe Ryan's Repentance.
The Old Prayer Book, and Charlie Pearson's Medal.
Catherine's Promise, and Norah's Temptation.
Annie's First Prayer, and Only a Picture.

"Simple stories for the use of teachers of Christian doctrine."— Universe. "This is a volume of short, plain, and simple
stories, written with the view of illustrating the Catholic religion

practically by putting Catholic practices in an interesting light

before the mental eyes of children. The whole of the tales in the
volume before us are exceedingly well written."

—

Weekly Register.

Fluffy. A Tale for Boys. By M. F. S., author of
"Tom's Crucifix and other Tales." 3s. 6d.

" A charming little story. The narrative is as wholesome through
out as a breath of fresh air, and as beautiful in the spirit of it as a
beam of moonlight."

—

Weekly Register. "The tale is well told,

We cannot help feeling an interest in the fortunes of Fluffy."— Tablet.

The Three Wishes. A Tale. By M. F. S. 2s. 6d.

Cheaper edition, is. 6d.
M A pretty neatly told story for girls. There is much quiet pathos

R. Washbourne> 18 Paternoster Row%
London.
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in it and a warm Catholic spirit."

—

The Month. " We are glad to

welcome this addition to the story-books for which the author is

already favourably known."

—

United Irishman, "The tale is

singularly interesting. The story of Gertrude with her gratified

wish has about it all the interest of a romance, and will, no doubt,
find especial favour."

—

Weekly Register. " Like everything which
M. F. S. writes, the book is full of interest."— Tablet. The chief

neroine is a striking model of what a young woman ought to be,

and may become, if animated by sincere desire."

—

Catholic Times.

Catherine Hamilton. By M. F. S. 2s. 6d.
;
gilt, 3s.

" We have no doubt this will prove a very attractive book to the
little folks, and would be glad to see it widely circulated."

—

Catholic
World. "A short, simple, and well-told story, illustrative of the
power of grace to correct bad temper in a wayward girl."— Weekly
Register. '

'We are verymuch pleased with this little book. "— Tablet.

Catherine grown Older. By M. F. S. 2s. 6d. ;
gilt 3s.

" Those who are familiar with the history of Catherine in her
wayward childhood will welcome with no little satisfaction this

sequel to her story from the hand of the same charming writer.

There is a simplicity about the style and an earnest tenderness in

the manner of the narrative which renders it singularly impressive."— Weekly Register. "Catherine's character will delight English
children."— Tablet.

The Angels and the Sacraments.—Stories for my
Children, is.

;
gilt, is. 6d.

Simple Tales. Square i6mo., cloth antique, 2s. 6d.
Contains five pretty stories of a tme Catholic tone, interspersed

with some short pieces of poetry. . . Are very affecting, and told

in such a way as to engage the attention of any child."

—

Register,
" This is a little book which we can recommend with great confi-

dence. The tales are simple, beautiful, and pathetic. —Catholic
Opinion. " It belongs to a class of books of which the want is

generally much felt by Catholic parents."

—

Dublin Review. "Beau-
tifully written. Little Terence ' is a gem of a Tale."

—

Tablet.

Terry O'Flinn. By the Very Rev. Dr. Tandy. Fcap.

8vo. is.
;
stronger bound, is. 6d. ;

gilt, 2s.

"The writer possesses considerable literary power."

—

Register.

"A most singular production."

—

Universe. "An unpretending
yet a very touching story. "— WaterfordNews. ' • Excellent indeed
is the idea of embodying into a story the belief that there is ever
beside us a guardian angel who reads the thoughts of our hearts

and strives to turn us to good."

—

Catholic World. "The idea is

well sustained throughout."

—

Church Times.

The Adventures of a Protestant in Search of a Reli-

gion : being the Story of a late Student of

Divinity at Bunyan Baptist College ; a Noncon-
formist Minister, who seceded to the Catholic

Church. By Iota. 3s. 6d. ;
cheap edition, 2s.

"Will well repay its perusal."

—

Universe. "This precious vol-

R. Washbournc
%
18 Paternoster Row, London,
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ume. "

—

Baptist " No one will deny ' Iota ' the merit ofentire origi-

nality."

—

Civilian. " A valuable addition to every Catholic library."

Tablet. 1
' There is much cleverness in it.

* *— Nonconformist. ' • Ma-
licious and wicked."

—

English Independent. * ' An admirable and
amusing, yet truthful and genuinely sparkling work. The charac-
ters are from life."

—

Catholic Opinion.

The Village Lily. Fcap. 8vo. is.; gilt, is. 6d.

V Charming little story."— Weekly Register.

Fairy Tales for Little Children. By Madeleine Howley
Meehan. 6d.; cloth, is. and is. 6d.; gilt, 2s.

" Full of imagination and dreams, and at the same time with ex-
cellent point and practical aim, within the reach of the intelligence

of infants."

—

Universe. "Pleasing, simple stories, combining in-

struction with amusement."

—

Register. A pretty little book to give
to imaginative young ones."

—

Tablet.

Rosalie; or, the Memoirs ofa French Child. Written by
herself, is. ; stronger bound, is. 6d. ;

gilt, 2s.

"It is prettily told, and in a natural manner. The account of
Rosalie's illness and First Communion is very well related. We
can recommend the book for the reading of children."

—

Tablet.
"The tenth chapter is beautiful."

—

Universe. " The lessons incul-

cated tend to improve the youthful mind. We cannot too strongly
recommend the book."— Waterford News. " This is one of those
nicely written stories for children which we now and then come
across."— Catholic World. 4 'Charminglywritten."—ChurchMeraId.

The Story of Marie and other Tales. 2S. 6d.
;

gilt, 3s.

"A very nice little collection of stories, thoroughly Catholic in their

teaching."

—

Tablet. "A series of short pretty stories, told with much
simplicity."

—

Universe. "A number of short pretty stories, replete
with religious teaching, told in simple language."— Weekly Register.

The Mission Cross. An Abstinence Tale. By Mrs.
Bartle Teeling, author of " Roman Violets," and
" The Violet Sellers—a Drama." 2s.

Sir ^Elfric and other Tales. By the Rev. G. Bamp-
field. i8mo. 6d. ; cloth, is.

; gilt, is. 6d.

The Last of the Catholic O'Malleys. A Tale. By
M. Taunton, is. 6d.

"A sad and stirring tale, simply written, and sure to secure for
itself readers."— Tablet. " Deeply interesting. It is well adapted
for parochial and school libraries."

—

Weekly Register. "A very
pleasing tale."—The Month. Simply and naturally told."— Free-
man** Journal.

My Lady at Last. A Tale. By M. Taunton, author
ot " The Last of the Catholic O'Malleys." 5s..

£. Washbeume, 18 Paternoster JRow, London.
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Killed at Sedan. A Novel. By Samuel Richardson,

A.B., B.L., of the Middle Temple, ios. 6d.

Eagle and Dove. From the French of Zenaide

Fleuriot, by Emily Bowles. 5s. ;
cheaper, 2s. 6d.

"We recommend our readers to peruse this well-written story."

—

Register. " One of the very best stories we have ever dipped into."
—Church Times. "Admirable in tone and purpose."

—

Church.
Herald. " A real gain. It possesses merits far above the pretty

fictions got up by English writers."

—

Dublin Review. "There is

an air of truth and sobriety about this little volume, nor is there any
attempt at sensation."

—

Tablet.

Legends of the 13th Century. By the Rev. Henry
Collins* 3s. ; or in 3 vols., is. 6d. each.

" A casket of jewels. Most fascinating as legends and none the
less profitable for example, consolation, and encouragement."

—

Weekly Register. '

' The legends are full of deep spiritual teaching,

and they are almost all authenticated."— Tablet. '

' Well translated

and beautifully got up."

—

The Month. " Full of heavenly wisdom,"—Catholic Opinion. 4
' The volume reminds us forcibly of Rodriguez's

• Christian Perfection.'"—Dublin Review.

Little Books of St. Nicholas. Tales for Children.

By Rev. F. Drew. is. each.
I. Oremus; 2. Dominus Vobiscum ; 3. Pater Noster ; 4. Per,

Jesum Christum; 5. Veni Creator; 6. Credo; 7. Ave
Maria ; 8. Ora pro nobis ; 9. Corpus Christi ; 10. Dei
Genitrix; II. Requiem; 12. Miserere ; 13. DeoGratias;
14. Guardian Angel. [Numbers I to 7 are ready.]

Keighley Hall and other Tales. By RKong. Gilt, 2s.

"The religious teaching is very good, and stamps the work as

being that of a loyal member of the one true Church."— Tablet.

"The Tales are Catholic to the backbone."— Weekly Register.
,

"Interesting and well -written stories."

—

Westminster Gazette.
" Very interesting as stories."

—

Church News. " Full of devotion
and piety."

—

Northern Press.

Chats about the Rosary
;

or, Aunt Margaret's Little

Neighbours. By Miss Plues. Fcap. 8vo. 3s.

"There is scarcely any devotion so calculated as the Rosary to

keep up a taste for piety in little children, and we must be grateful

for any help in applying its lessons to the daily life of those who
already love it in their unconscious tribute to its value and beauty."—Month. " We do not know of a better book for reading aloud to

children, it will teach them to understand and to love the Rosary."

—

Tablet. Illustrative of each of the mysteries, and connecting each
with the practice of some particular virtue."

—

Catholic Opinion.
" This pretty book' carries out a very good idea, much wanted, to

impress upon people who do not read much the vivid picture or

story of each mystery of the Rosary."

—

Dublin Review.

R. Washbourne, 18 Paternoster Row, London,
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The Rose of Venice. A Tale, relating to the Council

of Ten in the Venetian Republic. By S. Chris-

topher. Crown 8vo. ? 5s.

"A very interesting and well-told story."

—

The Month,

Margarethe Verflassen. Translated from the German
by Mrs. Smith Sligo. is. 6d. and 3s.; gilt, 3s. 6d.

" A portrait of a very holy and noble soul, whose life was passed
inconstant practical acts of the love of God."

—

Weekly Register,
" It is the picture of a true woman's life, well fitted up with the

practice of ascetic devotion and loving unwearied activity about all

the works of mercy."

—

Tablet, "Those who may wish to know
something about Convent life will find it faithfully pourtrayed in

every important particular in the volume before us. We cordially

commend it to our readers."

—

Northern Star.

Ned Rusheen. By Sister M. F. Clare. 2s.

The Prussian Spy. A Novel. By V. Valmont. 4s.

Sir Thomas Maxwell and his Ward. By Miss Bridges.

Fcap. 8vo. is.

Adolphus ; or, the Good Son. i8mo. gilt, 6d.

Nicholas ; or, the Reward of a Good Action. 6d.

The Lost Children of Mount St. Bernard. Gilt, 6d.

The Baker's Boy
;

or, the Results of Industry. 6d.

A Broken Chain. i8mo. gilt, 6d.

Tales and Sketches. By Charles Fleet. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

Cardinal Wolsey ; or the Abbot of St. Cuthbert's. By
Agnes Stewart. 6s. 6d.

Sir Thomas More. By the same author. 10s. 6d.

The Yorkshire Plot. By the same author. 6s. 6d.

Bishop Fisher. By the same author. 7s. 6d.

Limerick Veteran. By the same author. 4s. 6d.

Life in the Cloister. By the same author. 3s. 6d.

Festival Tales. By J. F. Waller. 3s. 6d.

Rupert Aubray.
#
By the Rev. T. J. Potter. 3s.

Percy Grange. By the same author. 3s.

Farleyes of Farleye. By the same author. 2s. 6d.

Sir Humphrey's Trial. By the same author. 2s. 6d.

The Victims of the Mamertine. Scenes from the
Early Church. By Rev. A. J. O'Reilly. D.D. 5s.

jR, Washbourne, 18 Paternoster Row, London.
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The Catholic " Pilgrim's Progress
"—The Journey of

Sophia and Eulalie to thejPalace of True Hap-
piness. Translated by the Rev. Father Bradbury,

Mount St. Bernard's, is. 6d., better bound, 3s. 6d
" The book is essentially suited to women, and especially to those

who purpose devoting themselves to the hidden life of sanctity. It

will prove, however, a useful gift to many young ladies whose lot is

in the world."— Weekly Register. " This mode of teaching imparts
an extraordinary degree of vividness and reality."— Church Review.
" Unquestionably the book is one that for a certain class of minds
will have a great charm."

—

The Scotsman. " No one can weary
with the perusal, and most people will enjoy it very much."

—

Tablet.

Diary ofa Confessor of the Faith. i2mo., is.

Recollections of the Reign of Terror. By the Abbd
Dumesnil. 2s. 6d.

Tim O'Halloran's Choice; or, From Killarney to

New York. By Sister M. F. Clare. 3s. 6d.

The Silver Teapot.
.
By Elizabeth King. iSmo., 4d.

The First Christmas for our dear little ones. By Miss
Mulholland. 15 Illustrations, 4to. 6s.

Legends of the Saints. By M. F. S., author of " Stories

of the Saints." Square i6mo., 3s. 6d.

" A pretty little book, couched in studiously simple language."

—

Church Times. "A number of short legends, told in simple lan-

guage for young readers by one who has already given us two
charming volumes of 'Stories of the Saints."'

—

Tablet. "Here
we have more than fifty tales, told with singular taste, and ranging
over a vast geographical area. Not one of them will be passed
over by the reader."

—

Catholic Times. "A delightful boon for

youthful readers."

—

Weekly Register. "It is got up in the most
attractive as well as substantial style as regards binding, paper, and
typography, while the simple and beautiful legends are told in a
graceful and flowing manner, which cannot fail to rivet the attention

and interest of the youthful reader."

—

United Irishman.

Stories of the Saints. By M. F. S. 1st Series, 3s. 6d.,

gilt, 4s. 6d. 2nd Series, 3s. 6d., gilt, 4s. 6d.

3rd -Series, 3s. 6d. 4th Series, 3s. 6d. 5th

Series, 3s. 66.

"As lovely a little book as we have seen for many a day."

—

Weekly Register. "Interesting not only for children but for pel-
sons of every age and degree."-—Tablet. "A great desideratum.
Very pleasantly written."

—

The Month. "A very attractive volume.
A delightful book."— Union Review. "Admirably adapted for

reading aloud to children, or for their own private reading."—
Catholic Opinion. " Being full of anecdotes, they are especially
attractive.' —Church Herald. " Well selected."—Dublin Review.

R. Washbourne, 18 Paternoster Row, London,
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Stories of Holy Lives. By M. F. S. Fcp. 8vo., 3s. 6d.

"The stories seem well put together."—The Month* " It sets

before us clearly and in simple language the most striking features

in the character and history of many whose very names are dear to

the hearts of Catholics."—Tablet.

Stories of Martyr Priests. By M. F. S. 121110., 3s. 6d.
" The stories are written with the utmost simplicity, and with such

an earnest air of reality about every page that the youthful reader
may forget that he has a book in his hand, and can believe that he is

' listening to a story.' "

—

Weekly Register. "It has been the task

of the writer, while adhering strictly to historical facts, to present
the lives of these Christian heroes in a pleasing and attractive form,
so that, while laying before the youthful minds deeds as thrilling as

any to be found In the pages of romance, a chapter in her history is

laid open which is at once the glory and the shame of England."

—

United Irishman. "Short memoirs well written and which cannot
fail to attract not only 4 the Catholic Boys of England,' to whom the

book is dedicated, but also all the men and women of England to

whom the Catholic faith is dear."

—

Tablet. " Sad stories of over
thirty Priests who perished for conscience sake."

—

Catholic Times.
"No lives of great men can depict so glorious a picture as these

Stories of Martyred Priests, and we trust they will be read far and
wide."

—

Dublin Review.

The Story of the Life of St. Paul. By M. F. S., author

of "Legends of the Saints," &c. 2s. 6d. and

"A most attractive theme for the prolific pen of the author of
•Tom's Crucifix and other Tales.'"— Weekly Register. "The
author knew instinctively how to present the incidents most effec-

tively, and has made the most of them."

—

Catholic Times.

Bible Stories from the Old Testament. Twelve Stories

of the Jewish Church, to interest the young in

the fortunes of God's ancient Church, by throwing

the Scripture narrative into a slightly different

form. By Charles Walker. Cloth, extra, 2s. 6d.

Cheaper edition, is. 6d.
' Contents :—The Sacrifice of Abel.—The Ship of Safety.—The
City of Confusion.—Melchisedech, King of Salem.—The Sabbath
Breaker.—Achan.—The Child Prophet of Silo.—The Building of the

Temple.—The Altar at Beth-El.—The Repentance of Nineve.—
The Furnace of Babylon.—The Prophecy of Malachias.

Albertus Magnus : his Life and Scholastic Labours.
From original Documents. By Professor Sighart.

Translated by Rev. Fr. T. A. Dixon, O.P. With a
Portrait. 8vo., ios. 6d.

;
cheap edition, 5s.

' A translation of Dr. Sighart's • Albertus Magnus ' will be wel-
mc in many quarters. The volume is admirably printed and

is. 6d.

E. Washbourne, 18 Paternoster Row,
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beautifully got up, and the frontispiece is a valuable engraving of
B. Albert's portrait after Fiesole."

—

Dublin Review. " Albert the

Great is not well known . . . yet he is one of those pioneers of in-

ductive philosophy whom our modern men of science cannot with-

out black ingratitude forget. His memory should be dear not only
to those who value the sanctity of life, but to those also who try, as

he did, to wrest from nature the reason of her doings."

—

The Month.
" The volume is a large one, as befits the subject, and it carries the

reader through most of the scenes of Albert's life with a graphic
power . . . We recommend this book as worthy a place in every
library."

—

Catholic Times. " The fullest record that has ever been
penned of one of the grandest luminaries in the history of the
Church."

—

Weekly Register. " The book is extremely interesting,

full of information, and displays great power of research and critical

judgment. . . . The volume is eminently worth perusal."— Tablet.
'

' One of the most interesting religious biographies recently issued

from the Catholic press."—Irish Monthly.

Life of St. Wenefred, Virgin Martyr and Abbess,

Patroness of North Wales and Shrewsbury. By
Rev. T. Meyrick, M.A. With Frontispiece, 2s.

Lives of the Saints for every Day in the Year. Beauti-

fully printed on thick toned paper, within borders

from ancient sources. Cloth gilt, gilt edges,4to.2SS.

Lives of the First Religious of the Visitation of Holy
Mary. By Mother Frances Magdalen de Chaugy.
2 vols., 1 os. :—or separately :

—

Life of Mother Marie Jacqueline Favre, Mother
Jeanne Charlotte de Br&hard, Mother Peronne
Marie de Chatel, Mother Claude Agnes Joli de
la Roche. 6s.

Life of Sister Claude Simplicienne Fardel, Sister Marie
Aime*e de Chantal, Sister Fran^ise Gabrielle

Bally, Sister Marie Denise de Martignat, Sister

Anne Jacqueline Coste, Sister Marie Peronne Per-

net, Sister Marie Seraphique de Chamflours. 6s.

S. Vincent Ferrer, his Life, Spiritual Teaching, and
practical Devotion. By Fr. Pradel. Translated

by Rev. Fr. Dixon, O.P. With Photograph, 5s.

Life of S. Bernardine of Siena. With a portrait, 5s.

Life of S. Philip Benizi. With a portrait, 5s.

Life of S. Veronica Giuliani, and Blessed Battista

Varani. With a portrait, 5s.

Life of S. John of God. With a portrait, 5s.

Washbourne^ 18 Paternoster Row^ London,
Digitized byGoogle
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The Lives of the Early Popes. By Rev. Thomas
Meyrick, M.A., 2 vols., 8vo. St. Peter to St.

Silvester, 4s. 6d. From the time of Constan-
tine to Charlemagne, 5s. 6d.

Life of B. Giovanni Colombini. By Feo Belcari.

Translated from the editions of 1541 and 1832.

With a Photograph. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

Life of Sister Mary Frances of the Five Wounds. From
the Italian. By Rev. D. Ferris. 2s. 6d.

Sketch of the Life and Letters of the Countess Adel-

stan. By E. A. M., author of " Rosalie, or the

Memoirs of a French Child," "Life of Paul
Seigneret," &c. 1 s. ; better bound, 2s. 6d.

"The great interest of the book, even above the story of the con-
version of her husband, is the question of education. The essay
on the bringing up of children and the comparative merits and de-
merits of Convent and home education, is well worth the careful

study both of parents and those entrusted with the task of instruc-

tion."

—

The Month. * 4 Her judgments are always wise. "

—

Catholic

Opinion, " We can safely recommend this excellent little biogra-
phical sketch. It offers no exciting interest, but it is calculated to
edify all. "—Tablet.

Life of Paul Seigneret, Seminarist of Saint-Sulpice.

6d.; cloth, is. ; better bound, is. 6d.; gilt, 2s.

"An affecting and well-told narrative. . . It will be a great fa-

vourite, especially with our pure-minded, high-spirited young people.

"

—Universe. "We commend it to parents with sons under their

care, and especially do we recommend it to those who are charged
with the education and training of our Catholic youth."

—

Register.

Inner Life of Pere Lacordaire. By Pere Chocarne.
Translated by Augusta Theodosia Drane. 6s. 6d.

Life of Sister Mary Cherubina Clare of S. Francis. With
Preface by Lady Herbert, and Photograph, 3s. 6d.

Life and Letters of Sir Thomas More. By A. M.
Stewart. Illustrated, 8vo., 10s. 6d.

;
gilt, us 6d.

Life of Gregory Lopez, the Hermit. By Canon Doyle,

O.S.B. With a Photograph. i2mo., 3s. 6d.

St. Angela Merici. Her Life, her Virtues, and her
Institute. i2mo., 3s.

Life of St. Columba, &c. By M. F. Cusack. 8vo., 6s.

Recollections of Cardinal Wiseman, &c. By M. J.
Arnold. 2s. 6d.

Prince and Saviour. A Life of Christ for the Young.
By Rosa Mulholland. is. 6d . Cheap edition, 6d.

R. Washbourne, \% Paternoster _.
Digitized by
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Life and Miracles of St. Benedict. From St. Gregory
the Great, by Rev. Dom E. J. Luck. 4to.,

10s. 6d. With 52 large Photographs, 31s. 6d.

Small Edition, fcap. 8vo., 2s.
;

stronger bound,
2s. 6d.

Life of St. Boniface. By Mrs. Hope. 6s.

Life of Fr. Benvenuto Bambozzi, O.M.C., of the

Conventual Friars Minor. Translated from the

Italian of Fr. Nicholas Treggiari, D.D. 5 s.

Life of the Ven. Anna Maria Taigi. From the French
of Calixte, by A. V. Smith Sligo. 2s. 6d.

better bound, 5 s.

Venerable Mary Christina of Savoy. 6d.

Life of Father Mathew. By Sister Mary Francis

Clare. 2s. 6d.

Life of St. Patrick. i2mo. is.; 8vo., 6s., gilt, 10s.

Life of St. Bridget, and of other Saints of Ireland, is.

The Life of Our Lord. With Introduction by Dr.

Husenbeth. Illustrated. 5s.

Life, Passion, Death, and Resurrection of Our Blessed

Lord. Translated from Ribadeneira. is.

Life of S. Edmund of Canterbury, is. and is. 6d.

Life of St. Francis of Assisi. From St. Bonaventure.
By Miss Lockhart. With Photograph, 3s. 6d.

Life of St. German. 3s. 6d.

Life of Cardinal Wiseman, is. ; cloth, is. 6d.

Life of Count de Montalembert. By G. White. 6d.

Pius IX. By J. F. Maguire. 6s.

Pius IX. From his Birth to his Death. By G. White. 6d.

Life of the Ever-Blessed Virgin, ts.

Our Blessed Lady of Lourdes: a Faithful Narrative of

the Apparitions of the Blessed Virgin. By F. C.

Husenbeth, D.D. i8mo. 6d. ;
cloth, is.; with

Novena, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. Novena, separately,

4d. ; Litany, id., or 6s. per 100. Medal, id.

R. Washbourne, 18 Paternoster Row, London.
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A Month at Lourdes and its Neighbourhood in the

Slimmer of 1877. By Hugh Caraher. Two
Illustrations, 2s.

The History of the Blessed Virgin. By Orsini. Trans-

lated by Dr. Husenbeth. Illustrated, 3s. 6d.

Devotion to Our Lady in North America. By the

Rev. Xavier Donald Macleod. 8vo. 5s.

" The work of an author than whom few more gifted writers have
ever appeared among us. It is not merely a religious work, but it has
all the charms of an entertaining book of travels. We can hardly

find words to express our high admiration of it."

—

Weekly Register,

Life of the Ven. Elizabeth Canori Mora. From the

Italian, with Preface by Lady Herbert, and
Photograph. 3s. 6d.

The History of the Italian Revolution. The Revolu-
tion of the Barricades. (1796— 1849.) By tne

Chevalier O'Clery, M.P., K.S.G. 8vo. 7s. 6d.

;

cheap edition, 3s. 6d.

" The volume is ably written, and by a man who is acquainted
with the subject about which he writes."

—

Athenaum. "Well-
written, and contains many passages that are marked by candour
and amiability."

—

Guardian. " Mr. O'Clery's graphic and truthful

narrative. . . . Written in an easy flowing style, the volume is by
no means heavy reading."

—

Pilot. "It was a happy thought on
the part of Mr. O'Clery to conceive the possibility of contributing
something towards the removal of the existing ignorance ; and it

was better still to have girded himself up to the task of giving exe-
cution to his thought in the very able and satisfactory manner in

which he has done his work."

—

The Month. " The author grasps
the whole subject of the Revolution with a master mind .... From
the first page to the last it is of absorbing interest."

—

CatholicTimes.
" Written with the calmness of the historian, yet with something of
the energy of faith, this book cannot fail to be most interesting to

Catholics. The style is easy and enjoyable."

—

Tablet. " In every
line of the book we find a vigour and freshness of mind, combined
with a maturity of judgment on the great question at issue."

—

Wexford People.

Two Years in the Pontifical Zouaves. By Joseph
Powel, Z.P. With 4 Engravings. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

" It affords us much pleasure, and deserves the notice of the Catho-
lic public."

—

Tablet. " Familiar names meet the eye on every pages
and as few Catholic circles in either country have not had a friend or
relative at one time or another serving in the Pontifical Zouaves, the
history of the formation of the corps, of the gallant youths, their

sufferings, and their troubles, will be valued as something more than
a contribution to modern Roman history."

—

Freeman's journal.

A Washbourne, 18 Paternoster Roiu% London*



R. Washbournis Catalogue. 17

Rome and her Captors. Letters collected and edited

- by Count Henri d'Ideville, and translated by
F. R. Wegg-Prosser. Cr. 8vo. 4s.

••The letters describe the attempted capture of Rome by Gari-

baldi ; and the tissue of events which brought about in 1870 the

seizure of Rome by Victor Emanuel."

—

Dublin Review. " A series

of letters graphically depicting the course of political events in Italy,

and showing in its true light the dishonesty of the Piedmontese
government, the intrigues "of Prussia, and the ill-treatment to which
the Pope has been subjected. We most cordially recommend the

volume toour readers."

—

Church Herald. " One of the most op-
portune contributions that could be made to popular literature. "

—

Cork Examiner. " We have read the book carefully, and have
found it full of interest."

—

Catholic Opinion.

Personal Recollections of Rome. By VY. J. Jacob,

Esq., late of the Pontifical Zouaves. 8vo. is. 6d.
" An interesting description of the Eternal City . . . The value of

the Pamphlet is enhanced by a catena of authorities on the Tern-
poral Power."

—

Tablet. 4 'All will read it with pleasure, and many
to their profit."— Weekly Register. " We cordially recommend an
attentive perusal of Mr. Jacob's book."

—

Nation.

To Rome and Back. Fly-leaves from a Flying Tour.

Edited by W. H. Anderdon, S.J. i2mo., 2s.
1 Graphic and vigorous sketches. As Father Anderdon says,

Truly they have their special interest, by reason of date no less than
of place and scene. ' To Rome and Back ' refers to Rome and
back at the time of the Papal Jubilee. It is as beautiful a celebra-

tion of that memorable event as has anywhere appeared."

—

Weekly
Register. "We note in the Authoress a power of condensing a
description in a bold and striking metaphor. There is all a woman's
quickness and keenness of perception, and a power of sympathy with
the noble, the beautiful, and the true."

—

The Month, " A charming
book. . . . Besides pleasant description, there is evidence of much
thought in parts of the book."

—

Dublin Review.

The First Apostles of Europe. The 2nd Edition of
"The Conversion of the Teutonic Race." By
Mrs. Hope. 2 vols, crown 8vo. 10s.

" Mrs. Hope has quite grasped the general character of the
Teutonic nations and their true position with regard to Rome and
the world in general. . . It is a great thing to find a writer of a
book of this class so clearly grasping and so boldly setting forth
truths, which familiar as they are to scholars, are still utterly

unknown—or worse than unknown, utterly misconceived—by most
of the writers of our smaller literature."Saturday Review. "A
brilliant and compact history of the Germans, Franks, and the
various tribes of the former Jutes, Angles, and Saxons, who jointly
formed the Anglo-Saxon, or, more correctly, English people. . . .

Many of the episodes and notices of the Apostolic Missionaries, as
well as the general story, are very happily and gracefully conveyed.'
—^Northern Star. " This is a real addition to our Catholic litera-

ture."— Tablet. " In the first place it is good in itself, possessing

Ji, Wdshbournet 18 Paternoster £qw, London,
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considerable literary merit ; then it fills up a blank, which has never
yet been occupied, to the generality of readers, and lastly and
beyond all, it forms one of the few Catholic books brought out
in this country which are not translations or adaptations from
across the Channel: It is a growth of individual intellectual labour,
fed from original sources, and fused by the polish of a cultivated

and discerning mind."

—

Dublin Review. " Mrs. Hope's historical

works are always valuable."— Weekly Register. " A very valuable
work . . . Mrs. Hope has compiled an .original history, which gives
constant evidence of great erudition, and sound historical judgment.'— The Month. "This is a most taking book: it is solid . history

and romance in one."

—

Catholic Opinion. "It is careTully, and in

many parts beautifully written, and the account of the Irish monks is

most instructive and interesting."

—

Universe,

BY ARTHUR AND T. W. M. MARSHALL.

Comedy of Convocation in the English Church.

Edited by Archdeacon Chasuble, D.D. 2 s. 6d.

The Oxford Undergraduate of Twenty Years Ago

:

his Religion, his Studies, his Antics. By a

Bachelor of Arts. 2s. 6d. ; cloth, 3s. 6d.

" The writing is full of brilliancy and point."— Tablet. w
It will

deservedly'attract attention, not only by the briskness and liveliness

of its style, but also by the accuracy of the picture which it pro-

bably gives of an individual experience."

—

The Month.

The Infallibility of the Pope. A Lecture. 8vo. is.

"A splendid lecture, by one who thoroughly understands his

subject, and in addition is possessed ofa rare po^er of language in

which to put before others what he himself knows so well."

—

Uni-
verse. "There are few writers so well able to make things plain

and intelligible as the author of 1 The Comedy of Convocation.' . . .

The lecture is a model of argument and style."

—

Register.

Reply to the Bishop of Ripon's Attack on the Catholic

Church. 6d.

The Harmony of Anglicanism. Report of a Con-
ference on Church Defence. 2s. 6d.

" * Church Defence ' is characterised by the same caustic irony,

the same good-natured satire, the same logical acuteness which dis-

tinguished its predecessor, the 1 Comedy of Convocation.' ... A
more scathing bit of irony we have seldom met with."

—

Tablet.
" Clever, humorous, witty, learned, written by a keen but sarcastic

observer of the Establishment, it is calculated to make defenders
wince as much as it is to make all others smile."

—

Nonconformist,

Marshalliana—The above 5 pamphlets in one volume,

426 pages, 8vo., published at 10s. in paper
covers, now offered for 6s. in cloth.
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Holy Places ; their Sanctity and Authenticity. By the

Rev. Fr. Philpin. With Maps. Crown 8vo. 6s.;

cheap edition, 2s. 6d.
" Fr. Philpin weighs the comparative value of extraordinary, ordi-

nary, and natural evidence, and gives an admirable summary of the
witness of the early centuries regarding the holy places ofJerusalem,
with archaeological and architectural proofs. It is a complete trea-

tise of the subject."

—

Month. "The author treats his subject with
a thorough system, and a competent knowledge."

—

Church Herald.

Dramas, Comedies, Farces, (See also page 26.)

Bluebeard ; or, the Key of the Cellar. Drama in 3
Acts. Children. 6d.

The Violet Sellers. Drama in Three Acts. Children.

6d.

Whittington and his Cat. Drama in Nine Scenes.

Children. 6d
St. Eustace. A Drama in Five Acts. Male. is.

St. William ofYork. A Drama inTwo Acts. Male. 6d.

Hewould be a Lord. Comedy in Three Acts. Male. 2s.

He would be a Soldier. Comedy in 2 Acts. Male. 6d.

The Enchanted Violin. Comedy in Two Acts.

Male. 6d.

Finola. An Opera, from Moore's Melodies, in Four
Acts. is.

Shandy Maguire. A Farce in Two Acts. Male. 2s.

The Duchess Transformed. A Comedy in One Act.

By W. H. A. Female. 6d.

The Reverse of the Medal. A Drama in Four Acts.

Female. 6d.

Ernscliff Hall : or, Two Days Spent with a Great-Aunt.

A Drama in Three Acts. Female. 6d.

Filiola. A Drama in Four Acts. Female. 6d.

The Secret. Drama in One Act. By Mrs. Sadlier.

Female, is.

The Convert Martyr; or, Dr. Newman's " Callista,"

dramatised by Dr. Husenbeth. 2 s.

Shakespeare. Tragedies and Comedies. Expurgated
edition for Schools. By Rosa Baughan. 6s.

Comedies, in a separate volume, 3s. 6d.

Road to Heaven. A game for family parties, is. & as,

R. Washbourne, j8 Paternoster How, London,
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Catalogue of Books from America.
* Words in Italic thus {Strange) signify that the book is a section of the one

referred to in Italic.

O

Adventures of a Captain. By Lady Blanche Murphy ... 4 o

Adventures of a Casquet, The. 2s. 6d., superior edition ... 4 o
African Fabiola ... ... ... ... ... 6 o

Alba's Dream, and other Stories ... ... ...60
Alice Harmon, and other Tales. By an " Exile of Erin "... 5 o

Alice Riordan, the Blind Man's Daughter ... ... 2 6

All for Love; or, from the Manger to the Cross ... ...80
Alzog*s Church History. 3 vols. ... ... ... 60

Amulet, The, and Poor Gentleman. By Conscience ... 6 o

Angel Guide
;
or, Year of First Communion ... ...40

Anthony ; or, the Silver Crucifix ... ... ... 2 6

Apostleship of Prayer. By Rev. H. Ramiere ... ... 6 o
Apostolic, An, Woman ; Sister Francis Xavier ... ...10 o
Ars Rhetorica. Auctore R. P. Martino du Cygne ... | o
Assunta Howard, and other Stories and Sketches... ... 6 o
Aurella

; or, The Jews of Capena G;ite. By Quinton ... 5 o

Barbara Leigh. A Christmas Sketch. By A. L. S. ... 3 o
Beauties of the Catholic Church. By Fr. Shadlier ... 8 o
Belleclus' Trlduum and Spiritual Conferences ... ...40
Bertha

; or, The Consequence of a Fault. 2s. 6d. and ... 4 o
Better Part, The. A Tale from Real Life ... ... 2 6

Bible. Large 4to., morocco elegant, with clasps ... ...72 o
Bible. 4to., cloth, 21s. ; French morocco, 27s. 6d. ; morocco 34 o
Bible. 8vo., cloth, 8s.

;
persian calf, 21s. ; morocco ... 25 o

Bible. i8mo., cloth, 6s.; roan, 7s.; persian calf, 9s. ;

morocco, I2S. ; extra gilt ... ... ... 14 o
Bible History for the Use of Catholic Schools. By a

Teacher. Illustrated ... ... ... ...50
Bible History for the Use of Schools. By Bishop Gilmour.

Illustrated ... ... ... ... ... 2 o

Blanche de Marsllly. An Episode of the Revolution ... 2 6

Blessed Virgin in North America, Devotion to. By Fr.

Macleod ... ... ... ... ... ... 5 o
Blessed Virgin, Life of the. By Rt. Rev. A. P. Dupan-

loup, and others. Illustrated. .. ... ... 10 o
Blind Friend of the Poor. Mgr. de Segur ... ...20
Burgomaster's Daughter {Strange*) ... ... ... 2 6
Burke's Sermons and Lectures. 3 vols. ... ... 30 o
Butler's Lives of the Saints. 4 vols., 36s.

;
gilt 40s. ; or,

bound in 2 vols., 28s.
; gilt ... ... ... ... 36 o

See Lives of the Saints

Cahlll's Sermons and Lectures ... ... ... 10 o
Captain Rougemont ; or, the Miraculous Conversion ... 2 6

& Waslibourne, iZ^Patertwster Row^ LondonT
Digitized byCjOOglC
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Cassilda ; or, The Moorish Princess of Toledo ... ... 2 6

Catholic Keepsake. A Gift Book for all Seasons ... 5 o

Catholic Priest and Scientists. By Rev. J. W. Vahey ... 9 o

Catholicityin the Carolinas and Georgia. By Fr. O'Connell 12 o

Christ in His Church ;
Busingen's Church History, translated

by Rev. R. Brennan. Illustrated ... ... ...90
Christian Life and Vocation. By Rev. J. Berthier ... 5 o

Christian Father. From the German of Rev. W. Cramer.
is. 6d. paper, 2s. 6d. gilt ... ... ... 30

Christian Mother. Ditto, same prices.

Christian Truths. Lectures by Rt. Rev. Bishop Chatard 6 o

Christmas for our dear Little Ones, The First. Illustrated 5 o

Church and MoraliWorld. By Rev. A. J. Thtftaud, S.J. ... 15 o

Church and the Gentile World. By the same. 3 vols. ... 24 o

Church History. 1 By Alzog, 3 vols., 60s. 2 By Darras,

4 vols., 48s. 3 By Busingen, 9s. 4 By Brennan, 4s. 6d.

5 By Noethen, 8s.

Cloister Legends. By E. M. Stewart ... ...40
Commandments of God. By Rev. M. MUller ... ...10 o

Communion, Holy. By Hubert Lebon ... ... ...40
Conscience's Works, 8 vols. ... ... ... ... 32 o

The Amulet, 4s. ; The Conscript and Blind Rosa,* 4s. ;

Count Hugo, 4s. ; The Fisherman's Daughter, 4s.
;

Happiness of Being Rich, 4s. ; Ludovic and Gertrude,

4s. ; The Village Innkeeper, 4s. ; The Young Doctor, 4s.

Conscript and Blind Rosa. By Conscience ... ...40
Convert, The : Leaves from My Experience. By Brownson 8 o

Counsels for each Day in the Week {Friendly) ... ... o 6

Counsels of a Catholic Mother to her Daughter ... 2 6

Count Hugo, of Graenhove. By Conscience ... ...40
Crasset s Devout Meditations... ... ... ...80
Crown of Heaven, The. From the German of Stoeger ... 6 c

Crown of Thorns, Mystery of. By a Passionist Father ... 5 o

Dalaradia ; or, The Days of King Milcho. By W. Collins 4 o

Darras's Church History. 4 vols. ... ... ... 48 o

Divine Paraclete. Sermons. By Rev. T. S. Preston ... 5 o

Divine Sanctuary, The. By the Rev. T. S. Preston ... 5 o

Divinity of Christ, The. By Rt. Rev. Dr. Rosccrans ... 2 6

Dumb Boy ... ... ... • •• ... 2 o

Dupont (Leon Papin-) Life Of {Hoty Man of Tours) ... 6 o

Ecclesiastical Law, Elements of. By Rev. S. B. Smith, D.D. 20 o

„ „ VoL 2, Ecclesiastical Trials ... ... 18 o

Eliane. By Mrs. Craven ... ... ... ••• 5 o

Emerald Gems. Irish Fireside Tales ... ... ,,.60
Epistles and Gospels, Explanation of. ByGoffine ... 9 o

R. Washbourne, 18 Paternoster Row, London.
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Ethel Hamilton. By Anna T. Sadlier ... ... ...30
Eucharist/ (Blessed) our Greatest Treasure. By Rev.

M. Muller ... ... ... ... ... 6 o

Eucharist (Holy) and Penance. By Rev. M. Muller ... 8 o

European Civilization, Protestantism and Catholicity

Compared. By Balmes ... ... ... ... 12 o

Evidences of Catholicity. By Archbishop Spalding ... 10 6

Faith of Our Fathers, The. By Rev. Archbishop Gibbons 4 o

Cheap edition, in paper covers, 2s.

Father Oswald. A Genuine Catholic Story ... ... 4 o

Fickle Fortune. A Story of Place La Greve ...40
First Communicants, Instructions for. By Dr. Schmitt ... 2 6

First Communion (My). From the German of Fr. Buchmann 4 o

First Communion, Tear of. {Angel Guide) ... 36
Fisherman's Daughter, The. By Conscience ... ...40
Fisherman's Daughter. Translated by Mrs. Monroe, 2s. 6d. & 4 o

Four Seasons, The. By Rev. J. W. Vahey ... ...40
Francis' (St. ) Manual for Members of Third Order. 824 pp. 4 o_

Francis of Sales (St ), Maxims of, for every day in the

year ... ... ... ... ... ... 2 6

Frauds Xavier (St.), Life of. From the Italian of Bartoli 8 o

Friendly Voice ; or, the Daily Monitor ... 06
Future of Catholic Peoples. By Baron de Haulleville ... 6 o

Genius of Christianity. By Chateaubriand ... ... 10 6

Gertrude (St) Manual j or Spirit of Devotion, 504 pages ... 4 o
God our Father. By a Father of the Society ofJesus ... 4 o

God the Teacher of Mankind. By Rev. M. Mttfler

:

Holy Eucharist and Penance ... ... ...80
The Greatest and the First Commandment ... ... 10 o

Good Thoughts for Priest and People ; or, Short Meditations

for Every Day in the Year. By Rev. T. Noethan ... 8 o

Gofflne's Epistles and Gospels ... ... ... ... 9 o

Golden Sands. First and Second Series, each , 4s . ; Third Series 3 o
Golden Sands. Illustrated ... ... ... ...80
Governess, The

;
or, The Effects of Good Example. By

G. H. Miles ... ... ... ... ... 3 o
Great-Grandmother's Secret, The. 2s. 6d., superior edition 4 o
Greetings to the Christ Child. Illustrated ... ...40
Gretchen's Gift ; or, A Noble Sacrifice. By A. I* S. ... 3 o
Guardian Angel, Memoirs of a. By the Abbe" Chardon ... 4 o
Happiness of Being Rich. By Conscience ... ...40
Happiness of Heaven. By a Father of the Society ofJesus 4 o
Hill's Elements of Philosophy. 2 vols. ... ... 16 o
History, Compendium of. By Kerney ... ... ...50
Holy Man of Tours

; or, the Life of Leon Papin-Dupont ...60
Household Science. By author of " Golden Sands "

... 30
Idols ; or, The Secret of the Rue Chaussee d'Antin ... 6 o

P. Washbourne, 18 Paternoster Row
y
London.
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Indian Sketches. By Rev. P. J. De Smet, S.J. ... ... 2 6

Intellectual Philosophy. By Rev. J. De Concilio ... 8 o

Invitation Heeded. By James Kent Stone ... ...60
Irish Faith in America. Recollections of a Missionary ... 4 o
Irish Fireside Tales {Emerald)... ... ... ... 6 o

Irish Martyrs and Confessors, Lives of. By Myles O'Reilly 12 o

Irish Race (The) Past and the Present. By Fr. The'baud 10 o

Jesuits! The. By Paul Feval ... ... ... ... 3 6

Joint Venture, The ; a Tale in Two Lands ... ...50
Kerney s Compendium of History ... ... 5 o

King's Page, The, and other Stories. By Anna T. Sadlier 3 o

Knowledge and Love of Jesus Christ. St. Jure, 3 vols. ...31 6

Lacordaire's Conferences : God and Man, Jesus Christ,

Life ... ... ... ... ... each 7 6

Lacordaire's Letters to Young Men ... ... ... 7 6

LEO XIIL, Life and Acts Of. With a Sketch of the Last Days
of Pius IX. Edited by Rev.

J. E. Keller, S.J. Illustrated 6 o

Leper's Son ... ... ... ... ... ... 2 o

Letters of a Young Irishwoman to her Sister ... ...60
Life of St. Catherine of Genoa ... ... ...50
Life of our Lord and the Blessed Virgin. By Rev. R.

Brennan. Large 4to., illustrated, half-moroeco ... 54 o
Liguori (St) Life of ... ... ... ... ... 10 o

Literature, Student's Handbook of British and American.
By Rev. O. L. Jenkins ... ... ... ... 10 6

Little Rose of the Sacred Heart ... ... ... 2 6

Little Saint of Nine Years. From French of Mgr. de Segur 2 o

Little Orator, and other Tales ... ... ... ...10
Little Treatise on the Little Virtues. By Fr. Roberti, S.J. 2 o

Little Treatise on Little Sufferings ... ... ...16
Lives of the Deceased Bishops of the Catholic Church in

the United States. By R. H. Clarke. 2 vols. ...30 o
Lives of the Saints. By Butler. 4 vols., 8vo., 36s.

;
gilt,

40s. ; or bound in 2 vols., 8vo., 28s. ; gilt ... ...36 o

Lives of the Saints, Pictorial, with Reflection for Every Day 15 o

Lives Of Patron Saints. Illustrated {Patron) ... ... 10 o

Louisa Kirlrbride. By Fr. Th^baud. Illustrated ... 10 o

Loretto ; or,, The Choice. By G. H. Miles ... ...30
Ludovic and Gertrude, and Young Doctor. By Conscience 6 o
Maidens of Hallowed Names ... ... ... ... 4 6

Maddalena ; The Orphan of the Via Media ... ... 4 o

Marcelle. A True Story. 2s. 6d., superior edition ... 4 o

Margaret Mary (Blessed), Letters of {Sacred Hear/) ... 3 o
Marriage, Sure Way to a Happy. By Fr. Taylor, is. 6d.

paper, 2s. 6d. gilt ... ... ... ... 4 o
Mary, The Knowledge of. By Rev. J. de Concilio ... 6 o
Mass (The). History ot. By Rev. J. O'Brien ... ... 8 o

R. Washbourne, 18 Paternoster Row
y London.
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Mass (The). The Holy Sacrifice for the Living and the
Dead. By Michael Miiller, C.SS.R.... * 10 o

Meditations, Devout. By Crasset. Translated by Dorsey 8 o
Meditations for Every Day. By Vercruysse. 2 vols. ...20 o
Miraculous Conversion {Captain) ... ... ... 2 6
Monk's Pardon Translated by Anna T. Sadlier... ... 6 o
Monks of the West. By the Count de Montalembert. 2 vols. 25 o
Moorish Princess of Toledo {Cassilda) ... ... ... 2 6
More (Sir Thomas). By Mrs. Monroe ... ... ... 6 o
Mother of Washington, and other Tales. ... ... 1 o
Muard, Life ofRev. M. J. B. By Rt. Rev. Dom Robot, O. S. B. 6 o
Mysterious Beggar ... ...20
Mysterious Castle. A Tale of the Middle Ages 60
Names that Live in Catholic Hearts ... 46
Neptune, The, at the Golden Horn Illustrated 4 6
New Year Greetings. By St. Francis de Sales ... ...10
Noethen's Church History ... ... ... ... 8 o
Novitiate, Souvenir of the ... ... ... ... 4 o
O'Mahony, The, Chief of the Comeraghs. A Tale of 98... 6 o
Only a Waif. By R. A. Braendle (' Pips ') 40
Orphan of Alsace - ... ... ... ... ... 2 6
Orphan of Moscow. By Mrs. Sadlier ... ... ...30
Paradise of God : or, the Virtues of the Sacred Heart ... 4 o
Paradise on Earth ... ... ... ... ... 2 6
Pastoral Medicine. Capellmann. Trans, by Rev. W. Dassel 6 o
Patron Saints. By E. A. Starr. Illustrated 10 o
Paulists' Sermons : Five Minutes, 1864, 1865, 1871, each... 6 o
Pearl among the Virtues, The. By Rev. P. A. De Doss, S.J. 3 o
Pearl of Antloch. (End of the Fourth Century). By Abbe

Bayle ... ... ... ... ... 5 0
Perlco the Sad ; or, the Alvareda Family, and other Stories 6 o
Phttomena (St), Life and Miracles of 2 6
Philosophy, Elements of, comprising Logic and General

Principles of Metaphysics. By Rev. Fr. Hill, S.J. ... 8 o
Philosophy, Ethics, or Moral. By W. H. Hill, S.J. ... 8 o
Plus IX., Last Days Of. By Rev. J. E. Keller, S.J. ...60
Praxis Synodalis ... ... ... ... ... 4 0
Priest of Auvrigny, The, etc. ... ... ... ... 26
Protestant Reformation. By Archbishop Spalding. 2 vols.,

21s. Cheap edition in 1 vol. ... ... ... 14 o
Protestant Reformation, &c. By Rev. T. S. Preston ... 4 o
Protestant and Catholic Civilization Compared {Future) 6 o
Raphaela. By Mile. Monniot ... ... ... ... 6 o
Ravignan (Fr.), S. J., Life of. By Fr. de Ponlevoy ... 12 o
Recluse, The ... ... ... ... ... 2 0
Religious, The. By Rev. J. B. St. Jure. 2 vols. ... 21 o

-Repertorlmn OratorlsSacri: Outlines of600 Sermons. 4 vols. 52 6
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Richard
; or, Devotion to the Stuarts, 2s. 6d. superior edition 4 o

Rltuale Romanum. The beautiful 8vo. edition printed
by Murphy, of Baltimore. Paper, 16s. ; morocco ... 25 o

Rosary, The, and the Five Scapulars. By Rev. M. Miiller 6 o
Sacred Chant, Manual of. ByFr. Mohr 26
Sacred Heart, Devotions to. By Rev. S. Franco, S.J. ...40

Cheap edition, in paper covers, 2s.

Sacred Heart, Devotions to {Little Virtues) ... ... 20
Sacred Heart, Hours with ... ... ... ... 2 o
Sacred Heart, Manual By Fr. Schouppe ... ...20
Sacred Heart, Pearls from the Casket of ... ...30
Sacred Heart, Virtues of. By Pere Boudreaux, S.J. ... 4 o
Sally Cavanagh. By J. C. Kickham 5 o
Sanctuary Boy's Illustrated Manual ... 60
Scapulars (Five), The Devotion of. By Rev. M. Miiller ... 6 6
Sermon at the Month's Mind of Most Rev. Abp. Spalding 1 o
Sermons for Every Sunday, etc. : Catholic Pulpit ... 14 o
Sermons, Repertorium Oratoris Sacrl. 4 vols. ... 52 6

Sermons. Divine Paraclete. By Rev. T. S. Preston ... 5 o
Sermons. By the Paulists, 1864, 1865, 1871. Five Minutes,

each ... ... ... ... ... ... 6 o
Sermons and Lectures. By Father Burke, O.P. 2 vols. 20 o
Sermons, Lectures, and Discourses. By Bp. Spalding ... 6 o
Sermons, One Hundred Short By Rev. Fr. Thomas ... 12 o
Sermons on Our Lord, the B.V.M., and Moral Subjects.

By Cardinal Wiseman. 2 vols. ... ... ... 16 o
Sermons (53), Preached in the Albany County Peni-

tentiary. By Rev. T. Noethen ... ... ...60
Sermons, Lectures, &c, of Rev. Dr. D. W. Cahill ... 10 o
Sermons or Lectures. By B. Chatard {Christian Truths) 6 o
Seton, Mgr., Essays on various subjects, chiefly Roman ... 8 o
Seton, Mrs. , Order of Sisters of Charity ... ... 80
Signs and Ceremonies, Teaching Truth by. Illustrated ... 6 o
Sister Natalie. By Mrs. Craven ... ... ... 5 o
Sisters of Charity, Manual of 40
Six Sunny Months, and other Stories ... ... ...60
Society of Jesus, History of. By Daurignac ... ... 10 o
Spalding (Archbishop), Life of... ... ... ...10 6
Spalding's (Abp.) Works. 5 vols. ... ... ... 52 6

Or separately : Evidences of Catholicity, 10s. 6d. Miscel-
lanea, 2 vols., 21s. ; Protestant Reformation, 2 vols., 21s.

Strange Village ... ... ... ... 2 6
Stray Leaves from a Passing Life, and other Stories ... 6 o
Teaching Truths by Signs and Ceremonies ... ... 6 o
Teresa (St), Thoughts of, for every day in the Year ... 2 6
Thalia; or, Arianism and the Council of Nice. An Historical

Tale of the Fourth Century. By the Abbe' A. Bayle ... 6 o

A IVas/ibourne, 18 Paternoster Pow, London.
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Theologia Moralis 8. Alphonsi Compendium. Auctore A,

Konings, C.SS.R. 24s. 2 vols, in 1, half-morocco ... 30 O
Thesaurus Biblicus ; or, Handbook of Scripture Reference 30 o
Thomas Aquinas (St.) Life of ... ... ... ... 5 o
Thomas's One Hundred Short Sermons ... ... 12 o
Truce of God. A Tale of the XI. Century. By Miles ... 4 o
True Men as We Need Them. By Rev. B. O'Reilly ... 10 6
Truths of Salvation. By Rev. J. Pergmayr, S.J. ... 5 0
Two Brothers ... ... ... ... ... a o
Ubaldo and Irene. By Fr. Bresciani, S.J. 2 vols. ... 16 o
Vacation Days. By author of " Golden Sands" ... 4 o
Village Innkeeper, The. By Conscience ... ...40
Village Steeple, The. A Tale ... ... ... ... 2 6
Vincent's (St.) Manual ... ... ... ... 4 o
Visits to the Blessed Sacrament [Friendly) ... ...06
Vows, Catechism of. ByCotel ... ... ...16
What Catholics do not Believe. By Bishop Ryan ... 1 o
Wiseman's (Cardinal) Essays. 6 vols. ... ... ... 36 o

/ Wiseman's (Cardinal) Sermons on Our Lord and B. V. M.,
and Moral Subjects. 2 vols. ... ... each 8 o

Woman of Culture. By J. T. Smith ... ... ... 6 o
Young Doctor. By Conscience... ... ...40
Young Flower-Maker ... ... ... ... 2 o
Zeal in the Work of the Ministry. By Abbe' Dubois ... 10 o
Zita (St.), Life of 30
Vercruysse's Meditations for Every Day. 2 vols. ... 20 o

DRAMAS, etc.

Babbler, The. A Drama in One Act. By Mrs.
J.

Sadlier. Male 1 o
Christmas Tree. Drama, One Act {Mixed) ... ...10
Double Triumph, The. Dramatized from the Story of

Placidus in the "Martyrs of the Coliseum." By Rev.
A. J. O'Reilly. Male 2 o

Elder Brother, The. A Drama in Two Acts. By Mrs. J.
Sadlier. Male ... ... ... ... ... 1 o

Fanny Allen, the First American Nun. A Drama in 5 Acts.

Female ... ... ... ... ... ... 1 6

Invisible Hand, The. A Drama in Three Acts. Male ... 1 o
Irish Heroine. A Drama in 5 Acts. By Rev. J. de

Concilio {Mixed) ... ... ... ... ... 1 o
Julia ; or, The Gold Thimble. A Drama in One Act. By

Mrs. J. Sadlier. Female ... ... ... ...10
Knights of the Cross, The. A Sacred Drama in Three Acts.

Male ... ... ... ... ... ... 2 o
Laurence and Xystus ; or, the Illustrious Roman Martyrs.

A Sacred Drama in Five Acts. Male ... ... 2 o
Major John Andre. An Historical Drama, Five Acts. Male 2 o
Marie Antoinette. An Historical Drama. Female ... 2 6

St. Helena; or, the Finding of the Holy Cross. A Drama
in Three Acts. By Rev. J. A. Bergrath. Female ... 2 o

St. Louis In Chains. A Drama in Five Acts. Male ... 2 o

R. Washbourne, 18 Paternoster Row, London.
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For the convenience ofpurchasers thefollowing books referred to in

thepreviouspages are arranged according to price :

6d.
The Brigand Chief, and other

|
The Golden Thought of Queen

Tales
Now is the Accepted Time, and

other Tales
What a Child can Do, and other

Tales
Sowing Wild Oats, and other

Tales
The Two Hosts, and other Tales
The Lost Children of Mount St.

Bernard
The Baker's Boy ; or, the

Results of Industry
A Broken Chain
Life of Paul Seigneret
Prince and Saviour
Mary Christina of Savoy
Count de Montalembert
Pope Pius IX. By White

Beryl ; The Brother's Grave

j

The Rod that Bore Blossoms ;

I

Patience and Impatience
Clare's Sacrifice

I Nellie Gordon, the Factory Girl

! Fairy Tales for Little Children
1

Schmid's, The Canary Bird

j

— The Dove
The Inundation
The Rose Tree
The Water Jug

j The Wooden Cross
Sir iElfric, and other Tales

, Adolphus
;
or, the Good Son

Nicholas; or, the Reward of a
I Good Action
!
Our Blessed Lady of Lourdes

I Various Dramas (see page 19)

Is.
Mootkoosawmyand other Indian

Tales, bf Lady Herbert
Emily, Nancy, &c, by Lady

Herbert
Two Cousins, &c, by Lady

Herbert
Kainer ; or, the Usurer's Doom
The Fairy Ching
The Two Friends
Yellow Holly, and other Tales
TableauxVivants ,andotherTales
Wet Days, and other Tales
A Daughter of St. Dominick
Fatal Consequence ofTelling Lies
Tom's Crucifix, and Pat's Rosary
Good for Evil, and Joe Ryan's

Repentance
The Old Prayer Book, and

Charlie Pearson's Medal
Catherine's Promise, and Norah's
Temptation [Picture

Annie's First Prayer, and Only a
Schmid's Canary Bird (gilt)

Dove (gilt)

Inundation (gilt)

Rose Tree (gilt)

Water Jug (gilt)

Wooden Cross (gilt)

St. Patrick

My Dream and other Verses.

St. Bridget and other Saints of

Ireland
Walter Ferrers' School Days
Bertram Eldon
Story of a Paper Knife
Terry O'Flinn
The Village Lily

The Angels and the Sacraments
Fairy Tales for Little Children
Rosalie ; or, The Memoirs of a
French Child

Sir iElfric and other Tales
Little Orator, and other Tales.

Mother ofWashington, and other
Tales [Ward

Sir Thomas Maxwell and his

Diary of a Confessor of the Faith
Countess Adelstan
Paul Seigneret
Life, Passion, Death, and Resur-

rection of Our Lord
St. Edmund of Canterbury
Our Lady of Lourdes
The Ever Blessed Virgin
The Victories of Rome
The Infallibility of the Pope
Cardinal Wiseman
Stories for my Children

R. Washbourne
%
t8 Paternoster Roiv

%
London.
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Little Books of St Nicholas. Tales for Children* By F»
fi. Bickerstaffe t>REW. is. each. Nos. I to 7 are ready.

I. Oremus { 2. Dominus Vobiscum
; 3. Pater Noster ; 4. Per

Jesum Christum ; 5. Veni Creator { 6. Credo ; 7. Ave Maria ;

8. Ora pro nobis
; 9. Corpus Christi ; to. Dei Genitrix ; li. Re-

quiem ; 12. Miserere
; 13. Deo Gratias

; 14. Guardian Angel.

18.
Agnes Wilmott's History
Kainer

;
or, the Usurer s Doom

(gilt) [(gilt)

The Angels and the Sacraments
The Fairy Ching (gilt) [Tales
The Golden Thought and other
The Two Friends (gilt)

Tableaux Vivants, and other
Tales (gilt) Rgilt)

Yellow Holly, and other Tales
Wet Days and other Tales (gilt)

A Daughter of S. Dominick
Good for Evil, and Joe Ryan's

Repentance (gilt) [Lies
The Fatal Consequence ofTelling
Annie's First Prayer, and Only a

Picture (gilt) [(gilt)

Tom's Crucifix, and Pat's Rosary
Terry O'Flinn Paul Seigneret
Legends of the XHIth Century.

6cL
The Old Prayer Book, and

Charlie Pearson's Medal (gilt)

Catherine s Promise, andNorah's
; Temptation (gilt}

Sketches in Iceland
The Three Wishes
Paul Seigneret
The Village Lily (gilt)

Fairy Tales for Little Children
The Memoirs of a French Child
The Feasts of Camelot. 2 vols.

Sir ^Elfric and other Tales (gilt)

Last of the Catholic O'Malleys
Margarethe Verflassen
Bible Stories from the Old Test.
Sophia and Eulalie— Catholic

Pilgrim's Progress
Cardinal Wiseman #
Our Blessed Lady of Lourdes
Story of the Life of S. Paul

2s.
Walter Ferrers' School Days
The Mission Cross
A Daughter of St. Dominick (gilt)

Bessy (gilt)

The Adventures of a Protestant
in Search of a Religion

Life in Iceland
To Rome and Back [(gilt)

Fairy Tales for Little Children

28.
Bobbie and Birdie

Our Esther
Gamekeeper's Little Son [Church
Twelve Stories of the Jewish
The Monk of the Monastery of
Yuste (Charles V.)

My Golden Days
Little Rose of the Sacred Heart
Cassilda : or, the Moorish Prin-

cess of Toledo
Captain Rougemont

; or, the
Miraculous Conversion

Catherine Hamilton

Bible History. Illustrated

Rosalie
; or, the Memoirs of a

French Child (gilt)

Keighley Hall, and other Tales
Terry O'Flinn (gilt)

Life of St. Wenefred
Paul Seigneret (gilt)

A Month at Lourdes
Golden Thought, etc. (gilt)

6d.
Catherine Grown Older
Simple Tales [a Fault

Bertha ; or the Consequences of

Farleyes of Farleye

Sir Humphrey's Trial

Eagle and Dove
Tales and Sketches
Countess Adelstan [Terror
Recollections of the Reign of

Story of the Life of St. Paul
Recollections of Card. Wiseman
Venerable Anna Maria Taigi
Father Mathew Holy Places

& Washbourne, 18 Paternoster Row, London.
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2s. 6d. (continued).

Comedy of Convocation
Oxford Undergraduate
I Iarmony of Anglicanism
'ITie Three Wishes
Anthony ; or, the Silver Crucifix
The Better Fart
Blanche de Marsilly
The Burgomaster's Daughter
Indian Sketches Tnicants
Instructions for First Commu-
Great-Grandmother's Secret

Marcelle [Tales

The Story of Marie, and other

The Adventures of a Casket
Life of St. Mary Magdalene
The Orphan of Alsace
Life of St. Philomena
The Priest of Auvrigny
Strange Village and other Stories

The Village Steeple

Sister Mary Frances of the Five

Wounds

3s.
True Wayside Tales [Authors

j

Gathered Gems from Spanish !

The Battle of Connemara !

Industry and Laziness
Catherine Hamilton (gilt)

Catherine Grown Older (gilt)

Rupert Aubray [(gilt)

Story of Marie and other Tales
Gretchen's Gift

Out in the Cold World
Jack's Boy
The Conquest of Grenada
The Catholic Pilgrim's Progress
From Sunrise to Sunset
Rest, on the Cross
The Feast of Camelot
Tales from many Lands
Canon Schmid's Tales
Tim O'Halloran's Choice
Tom's Crucifix, and other Tales
Fluffy : a Tale for Boys
The Adventures of a Protestant

in Search of a Religion

The Barrys of Beigh
Margarethe Verflassen (gilt)

The Heroine of Vesuvius
Tales and Sketches (gilt)

St. German
St. Francis of Assisi

Stories of Martyr Priests

Maidens of Hallowed Names
Adventures of a Casquet
My First Communion
Fisherman's Daughter. By
Munroe

Great Grandmother's Secret

Cistercian Legends [(gilt)

Story of Marie and other Tales

Chats about the Commandments
Chats about the Rosary
Margarethe Verflassen
Pearl among the Virtues
Barbara Leigh The Lost Son
Ethel Hamilton
St. Angela Merici

3s. 6d.
Legends of the Saints

Stories of the Saints. 1st Series

Stories of the Saints. 2nd Series

Stories of the Saints. 3rd Scries

Stories of the Saints. 4th Series

Stories of the Saints. 5th Series

Stories of Holy Lives
Blessed Giovanni Colombini
Sister Mary Cherubina Clare
Gregory Lopez, the Hermit
St. Columbkille
Ven. Canori Mora
The History of the BlessedVirgin

History of the Italian Revolution
Two Years in the Pontifical

Zouaves
The Oxford Undergraduate of
Twenty Years Ago

Festival Tales
Life in the Cloister

The Jesuits. By Paul Feval
'

4s.
Paradise of God
Bertha ; or, the Consequence of
a Fault

Dalaraida
;
or, the Days of King

Milcho
Rome and her Captors

JR. Washbourne, 18 Paternoster Row, London*
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4g. (continued).

Conscience's, The Amulet
The Young Doctor
The Fisherman's Daughter
Count Hugo
The Conscript and Blind Rosa
The Village Innkeeper
Happiness of Being Rich
Ludovic and Gertrude
Cloister Legends
The Truce of God
The Prussian Spy
Memoirs of a Guardian Angel
Adventures of a Captain

Fickle Fortune ' !

The Four Seasons
Golden Sands, ist Series

Golden Sands. 2nd Series

Greetings to the Christ Child
God our Father
The King's Page and other

Stories

I

Marcelle. A true story
1 Only a Waif
Souvenir of the Novitiate
Vacation Days

5s.

My Lady at Last
Recollections of a Missionary
The Rose of Venice
The Days of King Milcho
Only a Waif Eagle and Dove
Father Benvenuto Bambozzi
Limerick Veteran
The Victims of the Mamertine
Albertus Magnus
St. Vincent Ferrer
St. Bernardine of Siena
St. Philip Benizi

St. Veronica Giuliani

St. John of God
Venerable Anna Maria Taigi
Life of Our Lord [America
Devotion to Our Lady in North
Alice Harmon and other Tales
Bible History. Illustrated

The Joint Venture
Catholic Keepsake
Butler's Lives of the Saints, se-

lected by Mgr. Goddard

6s.

Life of Mother Mary Jacqueline
Favre, and others

Life of SisterClaudeSimplicienne
Fardel, and others

St. Patrick St. Columba
St. Boniface
Holy Places
Marshalliana
Shakespeare. Expurgated edition

The First Christmas for our dear
Little Ones

Sir Thomas More
The Mysterious Castle
Perico the Sad and other Tales
Panegyrics of Father Segneri

The Knowledge of Mary
The O'Mahony
Raphaela
Six Sunny Months and other

Stories

Stray Leaves and other Stories
Thalia. An Historical Tale
The Two Brides
Alba's Dream and other Stories
Assunta Howard and other

Stories

Emerald Gems
Letters of a Young Irishwoman

to her Sister

Louise Lateau

6s. 6d., to 48s.
Pere Lacordaire, 6s. 6d.

Cardinal Wolsey, 6s. 6d.

Life of Pere Hermann, 6s. 6d.

The Italian Revolution, 7s. 6d.
Life of St. Francis Xavier, 8s.

Goffine's Explanation of the
Epistles and Gospels. Illus-

trated. 8s.

Life and Acts of Leo XIII. and
Last Days of Pius IX. 8s.

R. Washbourne, 18 Paternoster Row, London.
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Lives of the Early Popes, 10s.

Lives of First Religious of the

Visitation. 2 vols. , 10s.

The First Apostles of Europe.

2 vols. , 10s.

St. Patrick. 10s.

Patror Saints. 10s.

Life of St. Ligouri, 10s.

Life of the Blessed Virgin. Illus-

trated. 10s.

Killed at Sedan, 10s. 6d.

Genius of Christianity. 10s. 6d.

Louisa Kirkbride. 10s. 6d.

True Men as we need them.

10s. 6d.

Aibertus Magnus. 10s. 6d.

Sir Thomas More. 10s. 6d.

Pere Ravignan, 12s.

Lives of Irish Martyrs and Con-
fessors. 123.

Spalding's Reformation, 14s.

Pictorial Lives of the Saints. 15s.

Twelve Sisters. 12 vols. , 15s.

Ubaldo and Irene. 2 vols., 16s

Lives of the Saints for every Day
in the Year. 25s.

Butler's Lives of the Saints.

2 vols. , 28s. , gilt, 36s.

St. Jure's Knowledge and Love
of Our Lord. 3 vols., 31s. 6d.

Butler's Lives of the Saints.

4 vols., sas., gilt, 40s.

Cardinal Wiseman's Essays. 6
vols., 36s.

Darras' Church History. 4 vols.

48s.

HOLY FAMILY CARD OF MEMBERSHIP.
A Beautiful Design : All who have seen it admire

it, and say Nothing equals it.

Price 6d., or post free, on a roller, Zd. Twelve copies

4s. 6d, or 5 s. postfree.

Medals, 3d., 4&, and 6d. each.

FIRST COMMUNION CARD.
This is also a very Beautiful Design, and commends

itself to all who have seen it. It is also arranged

as a Memento of Confirmation.

Price is., orpost free, on a roller, is. 3d Twelve copies

for gs., orpostfree gs. 6d. 100 for 66s. Sd.

Medals in Silver, is., 2s., and 3s. 6d. each.

CHILDREN OF MARY CARD.
Price gd, orpostfree, on a roller, is.

Medals, 2d. and 3d. each ; or in Silver, is., is. 6d., 2s.,

3s., 4s., 5s., 6s.. 6d., and 10s. 6d. each.

Child of Mary Manual, Is.

/?. Washboume>
s COMPLETE Catalogue, post free.

R. WashbournJs Monthly List, post free.

R. Washbourne, 18 Paternoster Rqw> London.
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THE CHILD'S PICTURE PRAYER
BOOK.

In simple language and in large type, on good paper, beautifully
Illustrated.
The Contents of the book are Morning Prayers, The Angelus, Grace

before and after Meals, Night Prayers, Litany of the Blessed Virgin, The
Meniorare, Prayers during Holy Mass, Divine Praises, Benediction of the
Most Blessed Sacrament, Hymns, De Profundis, and tho Rosary for the
Dead.

Thrillustrations axe 16 in number, each occupying a
full page.

The binding is in cloth, with a cover designed expressly for the book
and the price, with the pictures in two tints, is Is., or in stronger bind-
ing, Is. Od., or with gold on the side, 2s. ; with the pictures in seven
colours, Is. 6d., or in stronger binding, 2s., or with gold on the side,
2s. 6d.,nnd with gilt edges 8s., and with full gilt side Ss. 6d., in French
morocco, 3 .6d., or extra gilt 4s., in calf, 5s., or extra gilt, 6s.

THE LITTLE GARDEN ILLUSTRATED.
Abridged in the Latin, with 16 full-page Dlustrations : cloth, Is., with

Epistles and Gospels, is. 6d. ; roan, Is. 6d. ; French morocco, 2s.

ditto, extra gilt, 2s. 6d. ; calf or morocco, 8s. 6d.
; ditto, extra gilt,

4s. 6d. ; with Epistles and Gospels 6d. extra on the above.

R. WASH BOURNE'S POPULAR EDITION
OF

THE GARDEN OF THE SOUL.

This edition of The Garden of the Soul is especially distinguished by
bearing the Imprimatur of the Cardinal-Archbishop of Westminster.
Amongst the many valuable additions, not before inserted in The Garden
of the Soul, will be found the rites of administering the Sacraments in
Latin and English, Devotions to the Sacred Heart, Devotion of the
Quarant 'Ore, the Prayers for a Journey, or Itinerarium, Devotions to
the Angel Guardians, The Way of the Cross, the Devotion of the Bona
Mors, and many other devotions, and the Vespers in ordinary use.

Especial attention is directed to the excellent paper and bold type used
in the edition.

Embossed, Is. ; with rims and clasps, Is. 6d. ; with Epistles and
Gospels Is. 6d. ; with rims and clasp, 2s. French morocco, 2s. ; with
rims and clasps, 2s. 6d. ; with Epistles and Gospels, 2s. 6d. ; with
rims and clasps, 8s. French morocco, extra gilt, 2s. 6d. : with
rims and clasp, 3s. ; with Epistles and Gospels, 8s. ; with rims and
clasp, 8s. 6d.

Calf or morocco, 4s., with clasp, 5s. 6d. ; extra gilt, 5s., or 6s. 6d. with
clasp. Calf or morocco, extra gilt, 5s., with clasp, 6s. 6d. Morocco,
with two patent clasps, 12s. Morocco antique, with corners and two
clasps, 18s. Velvet, with rims and clasp, 8s., 10s. 6d., 13s. Russia,
with clasp, 10s. , 12s. 6d. Russia antique, with corners and two clasps,

20s. Ivory, with rims and clasp, 12s. 6d., 16s., 20s., 22s. 6d.

Any of the above can be had with Epistles and Gospels, 6d. extra
'

The Epistles and Gospels may be had separately, cloth, 6d., or 4s. 6d.
per dozen ; roan, Is. 6d.

R. Washbourne, 18 Paternoster Row, London.
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